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TO THE 

Rev. JONATHAN MAXCY, d. d* 

PnEsiDENT Of Rhode-Island College** 

SIR, 

LOOKING hack on the hours of 
my past life^ none appear more dear to 
me than those which I passed at that 
University whfoh\ 14 mjl^^wj :ttrti^*was 
fhen^ honoured iy/ ^6i}r yiXpertnhen'^ 
dence. ^'^ *r\t 1*^ 

As a small trihiiteyfliefefofe^pfmy 
gratitude^ as xvelLm'pb'^hkil '{esteem 
and respect for your high character 
and talents^ permit me^ Sir^ to dedi- 
cate this little volume to youj with an 
assurance^ that I take to myself a 
secret pride and satisfaction in mak^ 
ing this public acknowledgment. 

I am^ Sir^ 
With sentiments of esteem^ 

Your humble Servant^ 

PAUL ALLEN. 
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PREFACE. 

NOTHING is more diffictdt than for an author 
to write on the fubjed of hi£ own produce 
tions* If he applauds, he will incur» and widv 
JHRice, the name of a felf-concetted coxcomb ; and 
if he- cenfhres, he will as juftljp ba^ his cfaarafter 
for truth and fincerity^ called in* qnefticrn by tJic^ 
world. I hope I mayi withotcr either imputationi 
declare, that it was not the vanity of authorffiip 
that induced me to make the fblfowingf colfcdion : 
had that been the obJed> I might', from the roaorjr 
trifles I have written, have fwclled my coUedioii 
into a goodi'Jt%eatte volume. It is certaixdy an iih- 
pofkion to expofe pieces, which were wtitten merdy 
to gratify private whim, or the fblicitations of 
friendfkip, to the infpedtion and animadverfion of 
a. judicious and- difcriminating public. ProdufHon^ 
of fuch. a nature ought to die with the oceaiion 
wiiich gave thcnt bi«;th. Many of the mofi. ce- 
lebrated Englifh writexsi by an injudicious expo* 
fure of pisodu^Uons of this kind, have ellcntially 
injured their charaders ; from which even the ve- 
nerable names of Pope and Swift do not form an 
exception* 
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To fay that I am mdiffercnt about the fate of 
any prefent publication, would be arrogantly to 
aflame what does not belong to feeble humanity* 
To fay that I build very flrong hopes on it, would 
equally fwenre from the trutli, and violate the feel- 
ings of my heart. Neither indifferent to public 
applaufe, nor anxioudy courting it, I await the 
ifliie of the triaL 

. Sevtxal of the following pieces were written iix 
noments of occafional mirth and gaiety, and othez^ 
in a iettled gloom and dejedHon of mind. I hope, 
and cheer myfelf in the hope, that the reader, 
whatever fault he may find in the poetry or the 
language, will.difcover nothing which has a ten^ 
dtncy to excite or continue the acrimony of partyt 
nothing which will injure the facred caufe of virtuie 
and religion. 

Authors who can meanly pander thofe talents 
which God and nature have given them for the 
Hobleft purpofes, to the worft, muft have much to 
Teffed on, and much to regret, in the hour of di^ 
iblutidn. Licentipufnefs of principle needs not the 
alluring excitements of the painter or the poet to 
bring it into aftion. On the contrary, he who en- 
deavours to fupport the caufe of virtue and reli- 
gion, though he fhould fail in the attempt, deferves 
the thanks of mankind for the effort. Succefs of 

czecutioa 
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execution is what no man, however gifted by na- 
ture, or improved by education, can promife to 
himfelf ; but every man, however inferior his ta^' 
lents, may and ought to be refponiible for purity 
of intention ; and with that he muft ultimately 
be contented. The event is in the difpofal of a 
Bong who knows, who appreciates, and who will 
finally reward, the labours of his faithful fervants* 
The widow, who cad her mite into the temple, did 
not pafi xmnoticed or uncommended by that Being 
to whom the temple was confecrated. 

That man is little verfed in the pra^ice of the 
world, who does not know that the repuution of 
an author, as well as that of a man, is always open 
to the fiieers of the malevolent. This is the un« 
liappy propenfity of human nature, from which no 
redttude of condud, no purity of intention, no 
fplendour of intellect, can defend us. 

Deeply imprefled with thefe confiderations, and 
at the fame time confcious of my many deficiencies ) 
having perhaps much to fear from the one, and 
little indulgence to hope for the other ; I fubmit 
my produ&ons to the public tribunaL 
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^f Poem delbpered in t^je Bapt'ifl Meetlng-Houfe, Septem-^ 
ber^ 1793—/^^ Anni'verfary of the Commencement of 
Rhode-JJland College, 

\\ HILE foreign empires fpread their loud alarmsi 
And rife refplendent in the pomp of arms ; 
While wars and difcord bid the crimfon gore 
Swell in each vein, and gufh from ev*ry pore ; 
Columbia (lands, and frowns away their rage. 
And fhines, the glory of the prefent age. 

No happy period, fince the world began, 
jE'er brought fuch blefllngs on the race of man ; 
B 
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Since firft this fparkling firmament of light 
Sprung from the regions of chaotic night. 
And roand yon glorious orb enrapturM hung. 
While mominjj ftars their loud hofannas fung. 

The Mufe, prophetic, views thy future days. 
And on the radiant ptofpedk dares to gaze ; 
XJnnumberM vifions on her fancy rife. 
And diftant ages fwim before her eyes ; 
Where all the Roman grandeur fades away. 
Like a pale meteor in the blaze of day. 

The firft in order, as tlie firft in fame. 
Behold thy worthies rife, of mighty name ! 
The firft and braveft of that glorious band. 
Behold tlie Sayioujr of his Country ftand ! 
Great Wasbington ! thy deeds fhall never pafs/ 
But ftand engrav'd on pyramids of brafs. 
Fame gives the laurel thou haft juftly won, 
Aad F^'cdoni'hkils ihfte as hex chofcikfetv. 



When iiouung feraphs fign'd that great decree. 
In heavVs high court, " Columbia fhall be free," 
That fix*d decree, which gave an empire birth, 
Was regifler'd by Washington on earth. 
Succeeding ages fhall admire the day. 
When, wrapt in thunder's terrible array, 
O'er the wide^eld of death thy da,tjntlefs form 
Strode, like a doud before an angry ftorm ; 
Bidding the martial flame of glory rife. 
And Idndlmg battles with thine ardent eyes. 
But now the filver found of Peace has run^i 
And Independence warbles from her tongue ; 
Still WASiiiNGTON our fafcty guides, and braves 
The mighty confli^ of furrounding wares. , 

Long may a golden flight of days and years, 
Propitious, fave a watchful nation's tears. 
May peace, and ev'ry focial blefling, find, 
O Washington ! repofe within thy mind ; 
And when thy foul on feraphs' wings fhall foar. 
And, like Columbus, unkno\vn worlds explore, 
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Mzf guardian angels foothe and c&eer t&y wa^V 
And ope the vifions of celeftial day ! 

When glowmg ardours lift t£' afpiring Mufe^ 
SiQT, who can Franklik^s fwelling prarfe refiife f 
Whofc nanfC} on Gfcry's fait horizon rais'd*, 
Shonci Hkt a ftar, or like a comet blaz'd ; 
Whofe mindy in one vaft fyftexn, coufd embrace 
Suns, ftars and planets in its awful {pace ; 
Whofc bold right hand heaven's fierceft thunder heldv 
And all* the fury of tie ttorm difpellU 
But fubje^ more fut>lime his bounty (har'd'y 
When this illuftrious Statefman. nobly dar'd 
The bold afferter of our rights to ftand. 
And wrung thie fceptre from a tyrant's hand; 
No fubtle ftatcfman's viiionary fcheme, 
No fire-wrought phrenfies of a poet's dream,. 
Employed the ftrong exertions of a mind 
Whofe manly genius glow'd for all mankind:. 
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lUuftrious Shade ! around thy pcac^ul urn 
Shall Virtue's everlafting taper bum : 
There Science oft a heart-felt tear (hall Ihed, 
And wet the laurels blooming o*er thy head. 
What little bark can Franklin's praife e3q>lore ; . 
That tracklefs deep; that fea without a fhore i 

Hail, mighty Hancock ! thy illuftrious name 
Swells the loud clarion of immortal fame. 
When Freedom bow'd beneath Oppreffion's firpjce^ 
When daring Infamy upheld her yoke. 
Thy foul with more thail mortal courage roCi, 
And glow'd undaunted in the midft of foes. . ^ ■ ., 
Their boafted fchemes like midnight vifions fkwf « ' 
Which Fancy with her airy pencil drew. . , 

Though age, and ficknefs, and a nation's caws, • 
Sit on his brow, and whiten all his hairs. 
Still Hancock holds the fame his glory won, ^^v 
As light ftill beaming from a fettyig fun.^ . . ^y 
B 2 
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Long may propitious Heav'n preferve from fate 
The mighty Father of a mighty State ; 
Reftore thy rniiid from cares and' troubles free^. 
And guard' a nation by prcfcrving thee ^ 
lUUme thy ev'tiing with the rays of peaces 
Thy joys iticreafing as thy years increafci. 

No more fliall Glory^s animating breath* 
Sound the loud trumpet in the field of death; 
Ot flimmon forth, to mix in war's alarms, 
The fons of Freedom, ftom their peacoftJ farmsv 
Laddi witH laurels and^triiimphant fpoils. 
Our hardy vet'tans quit their glbribus toils :• 
TKofi men who conquered in the martial fields 
And with their blood- our independtnce feal^d^, 
Esjof 9 in Freedbm's circling arms reclin'd^ 
The high fenfations of th' enraptured mind;.: 
With confctous pride and manly virtue great. 
They fpum the fawning fycophants of ftate ; 



TBey read o'er Freedom's everlafting planv 
And feel th* afpiring majefty of man ; 
Which: Rome, that nurfe of arms andfcicnce^ toof 
With all her boaft'cd knowledge, never knew; 
And Greece herfelf that haughty head muft bow,x 
To wreathe the laurel round Cohimbia-s brow^ 
That fword which oft, in many a doubtful day, 
Broke through the ranks, andTcattcr'd wild difmay — 
Which made ftemtyrants flirink withconfdous dread-,. 
And tore the pliuntfrom proud Britannia's head — 
Whidimadc the fabric of oppreffibn fall — 
Is now hung high in Freedom's glorious hall ;; 
There to remain, vo our fucceedihg race, 
Columbians pride, and Britain's foul difgrace^' f 

'Tis tfiine, blcft Country 1 to prcferve unftaih'd- 
Thofe rights whichFreedom.with fuchhonourgain'd.^ 
O may thy cbildren graif) tlie glorious prize 
That wing'd dieir great forefathers to the ikies I 
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Yesy may they to their facred tombs repair. 
And by their holy afhes fiercely fwear, 
Finn on the necks of proftrate kings to tread. 
And from a tyrant's body tear the head ! 
O may they dare an injur'd world to fave. 
Or find in death an honourable grave. 

Ye cringing fuppliants of a tyrant's throne. 

Behold your ahr-built fyftems overblown ! 

No longer ihall your empty fchemes opprefs 

The pale-ey'd fons of forrow and diftrefs. 

Behold, with tearful eyes, your faded fame ! 

Let glowing, guilty blufhes fpeak your Ihame : 

For Infamy herfelf may feel the fmart 

Of cold defpair corroding on her heart. 

Long may Refle<flion's all-infpiring pow'r 

« 
Recal to Memory's eye that gloomy hour. 

When Freedom fhatch'd her violated laws. 

And bade her fons aflert her righteous caufe ', 

When gafping patriots pour'd the vital flood ; 

Wlien rivers ran, and oceans foam'd, m>i\ocii \ 



9 

W&en nations Wiept, without an arm to fx^Cf 
And horror triumphed on th* Atlantic wave t 
So may the fabric of thia^ fplendid clime 
Rife nobler ftill, and J>lunt th^ fey the of Time t 
Hence an illuftrious band of brothers rife> 
Evdear'd by fond aBie^^ion's holy ties ; 
Their minds exult with (ond, parental care^ 
To raiie the foaring genius from deipairr 
To kin^ in bis bread the patriot's flames 
Andy glorious tafk f to pomt the path to fame.- 
They Ud the darkening clouds of anguiib fly» 
And wipe the tear from drooping Beauty's ey^ ^ 
No more fliall Mifery implore relief, 
In all the^ filent eloquence of grief. 
Hail, happy band \ tis your fublime employ- 
To make fad forrow brighten into joy ; 
Your names with gratitude the orphan fpeaks,. 
With- tears of tranfport tricklifng down his checks ;. 
Lo ! Malice into admiration breaks, 
And hiding Envy half uncurls her fnakes^ 
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Then let no paftjr fpirit e'er prefuihe 
To damp fovLT {pUtkdovLt with a deadly gloom > 
The Ronuui pamot ihall rejoice to fhinc 
Th' exalted fatker of ib bright a line^ 

What cheerful numbers warm the ravifli'd earSy 
Sweet as the mniic of the rolling fpheres ! 
Sure 'tis tiie Toice ipf fome angelic band> 
Traniporting Freedom to this favoured land | 
With more than mortal ftralns the feraphs G^gr 
As conscious of the mighty charge they brmg ; 
Tbey ipread theur wings» axid fcniBy a£ on they flyv 
A wider canopy than yexuier iky. 
Full in the midd of this tranfported throng. 
Fair Freedom moves in majefty along ; 
But when (he fpeaks, what tongue (hall dare controul 
The wild emotions gnihing from the foul ? 
She gives her high conrniands, and takes her flight, 
O'er the clear concave pav'd with ftars of light. 



11 

Thus the feir harbinger, the morning ftar, 
On the bright hill-top drives his filver car. 
Serenely fmiles the midnight glooms awaf , 
A.^kes the mom, and nifhes into day. 
Ye'fons of Rapture, raife your golden lyres, 
3end ev'ry firing, and fweepthefiirill-twang'd wires j 
LulPd into raptures by the poet's dream, 
O ftriye to rjval your immortal thwne. 
Say how oppreffion Freedojn's face defiles. 
How yonder fun beams only from her fmiles $ 
And, while emotions pant in ev'ry veii^. 
To fwift-ey*d Fancy giye the flowing reirv 
Mark in the weft, how glorious to behold 1 
Bright Liberty her fplendid gates unfold $ 
Triumphant arches rife^ that far furpafs 
The walls of marble, and the piles of brafs ; 
And, while the joyful fong of triumph rings. 
On its pure top the Eagle claps his wings. 
Where arc thofe mighty men who once could wield 
The Baanhig fword, and firafe \ivt fiiv.T&K^'^x^^ 



12 

Whofe deeds on Tamc's eternal pinions foar^ 

Who conquer'd worlds, and wept to conquer more t 

JSay, fliall tbofe tyrants who epflav'd manldnd 

A feat in Liberty's fair temple find ? 

No ; let their names In dark oblivion ruft, 

X)r, v^'th their bodies, crumble into duft# 

Another blufh cncrimfons all the fkies^ 
Another glorious morning feems to rife* 
'Ti& Gallia's Genius, which, fo long conceaPd* 
Is now in ail her gorgeous robes reveal' d. 
Walks on the zenith of bright Glory's fpber^ 
And with her Land tlic dark horizon clears. 
When thy broad-fpreading empire fhall incrcaft> 
And hufh .contending fadions into peace, 
The Citellites of Pow'r fhall fade away, 
As ftars before the glaring orb of day. 

All hail, bright Freedom ! nuy thy golden reijpi 
For years, unnumber'd years> on t^oxii xtTOawv^ • 
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Tai flie laft Aiigel, warm'd with holjr fir«» 
■Unfurls his wings, and quits the ravifh'd chokf 
Sweeps, carelefs fweeps, all (lars and funs away» 
Thofe clouds that darken heav'n*s immortal day j 
Lights on the centre, and around furveys 
Thefe mighty orbits, wheeling as they blaze ; 
Then o*er the fyftem lifts his radiant hand, 
And bids th' admiHng planets fUent (land. 
And fwears by Him whom heav'n and earth adore. 
That time fhall ceafe,.and nature be no more- 



On leaving Rhode-Island College. 

Idlest feat^f Science l where my hours 
-In mufing mediution ftray'd.; 
"Where Virtue fummon'd all her pow'rs. 
And triumphed in the Mufe^s (hade ! 

^* Gay health, of lively vigour bom,** 
Smoothed the rough vifage of defpair. 
And learning's rofe, without a thorn, 
Sloom'd in ambroflal fragraxvca Ocua^ 
C 
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Each flc^tmg^ptiantom caught the fight, 
No«cload obftniAed Fancy's view; 
In rapture roU'd away the night, 
The da^y of joy too lightly iflew, 

But now thefc pleafing fccnes arc o'er, 
Their vifionary fcheines have *fted, 
The fond illuiions chahh no niore> 
And Fancy's fprightly puUe isdes^^. 

I go, unikill'd, lunong mankind| 
Where warbling Plcafure's iyren lay 
Steals (lowly on the carelefs fnind, 
And lures the feet from virtue's way. 

But, wherefoe'er I go, may ftill 
The RcldSf the groves, in gay attire. 
The folemn fhadcs, t&c fev*riteliin. 
The fadly-plcafing thought infpiref 

Ye happy youths, ye favoured few. 
Who wander \vhere bright Science treads. 
May Leaminjg's all-revivinjj; dew 
Fall gently on ypur honoured heads. 
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And tkou, [^r Science, teach the foul 
On Fancy's airy \7ings to rife. 
To ipum afide this narrow pole. 
And foar aIo& in wid^r ikies* 



And let her throagh the radtaftt maze 
Of congregated planets ftray» 
And fyftemsy whofe united blaze 
Ne'er ihot to ut a gleam of day-;— * 

Far, far beyond that mighty brink 
Of chaos, wherQ t^eattons Iktp \ 
Till all the pow*i« of Fancy fink, 
Ezbaufted, in the tracklefs deiptp. 

Still does my ionl ^th tranfport fcHra 
To tafte thofe fwects that ntvcr cloy, 
Still will I hold, in Mem*ry*s urn. 
The afhes of departed Joy. 



T6 
Ode for the Fourth of July i. 

C/OME, let us join the cKccrfuHbngj 
The fong which thouismds iball tm^tfj \% 
Let the full chorus roll along, 
Andfwell theloudeft peal of Joy ! 

Long may tb* hiftoric pages idly. 
Whofe arms u^lield our dying laws ;: 
Hiow maxxy heroes fought and feD, 
lUuftriousy in their Countty.'s caufe. 

y =■•■'■ * '•:' :... • : :. 

They ftood> in mangr-AdbttbtfU'dt]^ - 
Th' unfliaken hul^noudd of our land» . ' r 

And nobly tore our rights away 
From ftem Opprefllon's griping hand«- 

Haily happy Sicid{& I your glcny Hyes, < 
Encircled with.ixnmortaLraysy 
While glad Columbia freely gives 
The laurel of unfading praife. 



And when, in each revolying year,^ 
The prefent glorious day return^. 
Amidft the general joy, a tear 
Shall fall uppn their honoured urns. 



/ 
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Succee4iil|^ ftgei? ih^U ^Mbnire 
Thpik l^eroes who m Rattle bledf 
And, ffrarm'jd Fitk Fceedom's boljr Sxtp 
Shall emulatiB fte mightj dead. 

Here Liberty (hftll long fbnahres 
When proud Opprcflnm fad^ ADtd die^ 
Unim the fun (haU.c%»ft to drivp 
His glittering Am^x TQimd tbe Iki^ 

Theft Jet m join .the ahmfylfoag, ^^ 
The fong, which tbouTandfi ihall emplof $ 
Let the fuU dioras toU along* 
AndfweIlthelmdett|^.€Cjfl9t .: 

, 1^ 1^ liwHiMeiM^i li« ■■■■ ^ 






* • 



1 O a tnouldermg cavern, die manfion of wo, 

Co<L^m^di4oftei^yqpw» . 
She tore the freih hnird that l^ooQi^d on her V&Qw, 
An4 tttt-ew it iifid^ in deipain 
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She wept for the fate of' her fons that were flwi^. 

When the flames- of fierce battle were fpread % 
When Difcoixl and Camagey relaxing the reiiiy^ 

Rode grimly o'er nounuins of dead. . - • 

As thus the fair Goddefs reTolv'd id hjn* bteaft* 
~ The wrongs -which her Country had borne, 
A form more thanlfaman the Genius addref^d-^-: 
<^ Ah ! ceafe* fair-Coxu^MBiA, to. moam.. 

" Now lift up jjhkle eyec^and thy record*- Mioldf/ 
•* Infcrib^d ii> the archives of Fame j 

**Thc Fourth of Ju-tY, in rich letters of gold}- 
•*^ ForeteU the rtnown o^tl^ aame.'. 

^Trom cayetnt of.didaittf^.thy day^fpring {biaXLl 
dawn, 

«♦ Ye kings^ and y^ tyrants, beware ! 
^ Your names (hall decay like this vapours of irKim» 
«« Or vanifh in phantoms of.air^. 

« Thy temple, O Freedom ! wiehgrand^ur fliall rife, 

« Unrtiaken by Tyranny's blaft-^-^ 
** Its bafis the earth, and its fommit the iki< 

** And firm as creatiou ikall laft. 



<* Then roufe> £air Columbia j to glorjr afpire ;• 
** AU nations withmptnre fhall gaze ; 

"E'en now the dark vifions 6f Difcord retire^- 
** And Europe is loft- in thy- Marc/*'* 



Fir the Fourth ofjufy^ 

Jn heaVn^s empyreal Heig^Ht,, K 
Pid minifters of light; 

Their feats afcend : 
^' glorious order (hone 
Around th*^ Almighty's throne, - 
Who thds hii will made known-.^ 

** Angels, attend]. 

" Mankind, on earth belowj 
** Shall inore enlighten?^ gj^ow^v 

** Be.tMs our care»: . 
** The world. {hall now^he .free ; ;, 
^'Columbia, firft tQ thee . 
<« We give the facred tree j 

** Prefcnrc it fwr." 



so 

He ceasM, and fhook the ff^ieres | 
With loud» applauding dieers . 

All nature ni^g ( 
Seraphs the concert jois^dy 
And heav'n and earth conibm*4» 
And» with enraptured mindf 

His praifes fuog. 

To guide us thro* the war^ 
Virginia's Blazing Star. .. 

Beam'd bright his rajs : 
Tyrants beheld the fight. 
And ihrunk with wild affiri^ht^ 
Like the pale bird of mght 

In mombg's blaic* 

Difcord abounds no moref 
Nor lares our fields in gore ;^ 

She drops her chauss : 
The gentle voke of Peace 
Bids all commotions ecTtCtfr 
And Plenty's rich.mcreafe 

Adorn our plains. 
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And may its naine eipand^^ < 

Till Natufc dies ; 
Till earth's majeflic hsM^ 
Shall fink, abforb^d'in* flame^ 
And WA»BiiiaYON^t-l)rig&;fjune^ 

In Heav'a iIialLrij[««> 



For the Fourth of July. 

J1.RISE !. je Sem of (Shv^^riA fr. «- 
Tho' fays^tyranti^fliiae idmrn^p 
The coward fenfe of dctiitik deQ>i&,« 
And brave the cannon's loud alarms^ 

Saj) haaghty jQfa^iiit'fl (avage haxfti^ 
Shall free CoLUMBiA^bov to thee f 
Sooner may Heat'n's. arenging hand! * 
Deluge our country with the Tea. 

What tim'rous heait can ever yield; 
When Glory ppurs her brilliant ray ; 
Or fly inglorious from- the field. 
When patriot Adams leads l\\fc ^vi\^ ' 



Fain would I deck thy hoavy haiit I . . • 
With laurels, fuch as patMis Inri^ ; 
But vain 1117 Mufe the fubje^ d«ffe4 1 
Thy glory tires her feeUe wwg* 

Our youthful hearte widi ntge f)eat tigh, 
Andy firmly fix'd, we knowmir doom : 
RefolvM to triumph or to die. 
We choofe no prifon but the tomb. 

Some cherub oft fhall walk tronnd, 
And dew with tean t|ir ludlaw'd gcaye ; 
While Fame's ux^sti^nal v^iccftiH iom^ 
Sweet it the mtn^ry^^klfmik 



Dear b a father's tender fame, 
Which oft has wdk^d'ailjuiydoi» AlBv 
Dear is an infant*^ rifiny iKOiie>:>^ • ' 
The voice of Freedom ftiUimorc dear* 



Shades of our Fathers ! well ye know 
The mind's unconquerable fwcll ; 
And, though your afhes fleep belbw. 
Speak from the clott'di— -ye fure can* tell. 



I 



Then hear, proud Gallia J while we kneel, 
And fwear by tfaofe ilhiftrioas dead : 
We ever will defend with ttsi 
Thofe rights for which cor Fatfaen hlcd^- 



Ode for the Association of Mechanics, 

xSlEST be the man whofe piercing mind^ 
By vulgar precepts unconfin'd. 
On wild, inventive wings can foar. 
Where rude, misihapen fyflems lay^ 
Beyond the reach of Order's fway, 
And Nature's boundle(s depths exploret 

How bold ! his genius how profound I 
Tho' clouds and darknefs hover round, 
And ihade the world of Arts .in night % 
A bright creation, fair and new. 
Springs, like a Phoenix, to the view, 
Beneath his more than magic might* 



(Of all this earth's contraded fpan, 
How fmall the' {pace allow'd to man \ 
How partial Nature ieems to thcc ! 
Contemplate ,naw xhj little pride : 
No wings, along the air to glide. 
Or nimble fins, to (kirn the Tea. 

How fmall, how trifling, is thy range ! 
,Bow wonderful the mighty change \ 
Man rifes from his darkfome flate : 
His matchlefs mind all danger braves } 
He wings the air, he fwims the wares, 
And fccms to triumph over Fate» 

When mutual-khxdling fouls divide^ 
When Beauty 'sbloom], or Valour's pidde^ 
Beneath the fcythe of Death {hall fall ; 
Though keen the pang that Nature gives, 
jBehold ! their dear remembrance lives, 
Jn mournful fxlence, on the walL 
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** But if this favour is dcny'd, 
« And Chloe driven to deljpair, 
^* I fwear beneath the fwelling tide 
**« To plunge, and bury all my care.^ 

But Strephon anfwer'd, calm and grave, 
•* Go hang or drown, I care not whither ; 
" For heav'n's fake, Chloe, feek the wave, 
" And end your Ufc and love together." 

The curling fmile, the lucent eye, 
Throw many an artful, tempting lure ^ 
Mere baits to catch the lovers by^ • 

But prudence only can fecai«. 

Ye fair ! when oifce we graip the bait. 
No longer with your lovers play, 
Left, when you leaft exped it, ftraight 
We flip the hpok, and feud away. 
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Elegy on a Dog named Cupid* 

OAY9 thou Qem Motiarch of the toinb, 
Whofe favage pow'^afflifls the beft, 
Can youth or beauty's crimfon bloom 
To pity melt thy {slvsl^c breaft i 

If beauty could thy bofom wann. 
Or youth thy vengeful arrows fave, 
Then had poor Cupid's fpotlefs form* 
Efcap'd the fluinberf of the grave^ 

He met the near approach of deaths 
With calmnefs, and a fooL refign'd. 
And yielded up at laft his breath. 
In fteddy conftancy of mind. 

Jiiethinks I fee the plaintive cat, ' 

VHth face of gravity profound, 
Look anxious for her playful mate. 
And caft an eye of forrow round* 

^ He was wbk^ 
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la Fancy's ear fbe feems to fay^ 
Where art thou gone, my dcareft Cti ? 
With thee I've romp'd full many a day ; 
I bid thee now a long adieu. 

Ye weeping mourners ! dry your eye<, 
Nor think the droie of death fevere i 
Some other Cupid may arife, 
Your fpirits to revive and cheer. 



IFrittenHn a Sister^sPoekeUBooh 

1 HOUGH neither wit nor fentiment attend 
Thefe lines, they ftew the Brother and the Friend; 
An heart, of facred Friendfhip the retreat. 
Which, when it feels no more, will ceafe to beat* 
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On returning to a Lady a borrowed 
Booky entitled " Serena^ or the Tri-- 
umphs of^Temper^^^ by Mr. Hayley^ 

O-EE, lovely nymph, in Hayley's lines. 
How brilliant Female Temper fhines. 
Beauty like yours, with magic charm, 
Can. man's ferocious pride difarmf . 
The ftubborn, wayward paffions moTe>, 
And melt the ftoic foul to love ; 
But Temper binds the feuers faft. 
And makes the pleafing bondage laft^ 
This^ was the magic zone that graced 
The fair Serena's lovely waift. 
And taught her, in the trying hour 
Of Spleen, to dare his utmoft pow'r. 
Then view, in Nature's glafs, your mind^ 
And there, without a fi<5lion, find 
A form more lovely, juft and true,. 
Than ever Hayley's pencil drew*. 
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Comparison. 

X OM, all in raptures with his wife. 

Cries out, ♦* What beauty, fenfe and' grace ! 

** Thou lovely partner of my life, 

•* Thy heart is fpotlefs as thy face-" 
f 

Ill-natured William hung his head. 
Well knowing Molly's face was freckled. 
Exclaims, I grant what you have faid — 
No frog was ever half fo fpeckled. 



A Device for a Quack^s Coat of ArniL 

jL-ET two finall fprigs with flow*rs be gTac*d^ i. 
Benea^th whofe flbelter one- might fee » . f 

Two gabbling ducks together plac'd, 
And quacii guacif quack^ the motto be. 

E 2 
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Modern Sublimity in Poetry exempli^ 
fed. 

1 OU aik me> dear Strephont to tdl you ia rhyme 
How a man can afplre to our modem iixblime. 
If fturdy Grimalkin fliould rout in a trice. 
And remorfclefs purfue, an whole army of mice^ 
Let Achilles chafe Hedbor, and that will (hew pat» 
The fear of a moufe^ and the fyxxvk of a cat» 
Should your bed belov'd fpaniel unluckily 4ie» 
Apollo muft ftand with his handkerchief by. 
Or fhould a few elegant compliments pafs 
\fo the gill you have made your poetical lafs, 
King the fun from the Ckies to compare with hei: pin^ 
Mor regard the dark ilate that the world will be ia«^ 
If jou can bat a few more fuch dbje6:s iN>«fipare» ' 
You will hit all our Modem Sublime to an hair* 
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On a stupid and an impertinent Piece 
of Poetry. 

W ASPS may fting, and flies may bite. 
But when we feel the pumy wound, 
The trifling infers take to flight. 
Or elfe are beaten to the ground. 



But bugs, that neithfir bite nor fting> 
Their weakndfe only can difplay ; 
We imile to fee a little thing 
Get mad, and fret its rag« aWay* 



Thus, Florio, when yOur lines I hear. 
Their nonfenfe has no charms for me ; 
That filly hum, that lulls the ear. 
Proclaims the white-nos'd Humble-Bee. 
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Lines writte?i on seeing a Spider- 
weaving his fFeb on a Volume of 
tlie Spectator^ 

W HO* taught thee, cunning Engineer!. 

To exercife thy labours here— 

Thy filmy parallels to run 

Acrofs the page of Addifon ? 

Has father Time, flufli*d with the fpoils 

Of modem authors, caus'd thefe toils, 

And fent thee here to circumvent ^ 

This fortrei^ ftrong ? *Tis time mifpent : 

Sheer off, while yet the coaft is clear,.. 

For ruin gathers on thy rear. 

But hadH thou^ mod fagacious elf ! 

Retreated to an upper {belfj^ 

Where bugs and* modem authors wait 

And tremble at approaching fate. 

Thou might'H have held pofFefllon free,, 

At leaft from all attacks by me. 

Sure no contention can arife 

Where Jemmy Bofwell is the prize 1. 
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Lines in Modq Darwi7ie\. 

TT is well knonvn that Dr, DARn^iff^ in hts Botanic 
Garden, has perfontfied oBjc&s which^ in the latitude 
he has taken^ nvill not admit of perfonificaiton, A 
Jloivetj fir iiifiancey may he perfontfied to a female^ fi 
far as to* defcrihe grace^ deUcacy and beauty : but fo 
carry the allujton fi far as to include matrimony^ a 
farcical and ridiculous. Added to this^ he frequently 
employs the moft magnificent ohjeSs m nature to illuf 
trate the moft diminutive*. 

The Loves of Bason and Soap^ . 

i!^££» in the kitchen's dark and lonely celU 

The child of wo, a Pewter Bason, dwell ! ' 

Time was, alas ! not very far the day, 

Her broad face glitter'd to the morning ray t 

In all her native lovelinefs elate,. 

She fhone fuperior to the charms of ptate. 

How chang'd the fcene ! in forrow^s garb array'd^* 

•he pines and mourns, a folitary maid. ' 

For Soap her heart with love incoiTant bums,** 

Smiles in his prefencc, in his abfencc mourns \, 



Sul treacherous Soap, ah ! too unfaithful fwain f 
Reje^s, and Pewter-Bafon mourns in vain. 
Thus, in Idalia*s grove, the Queen of Charms 
Woo'd fair Adonis to her longing arms,' 
Ply'd ev'ry fond and wily female art, 
To rule the emprefs of his ftubbom heart : 
In vain fhe ftrove ; in innocence fo coy, 
No charms could captivate the bajfliful boy* 

NOTES EXPLANATORV^ 

t. Bafon^ an utenfil, known by that name, t0 
contain water, or any thin^ clfe^ 

2. This alludes to the ancUnt cuflom of fcouring 
pewter. 

3. Pewter has this flagular quality, that when 
unfcoured it prefents a dull and gloomy appear- 
ance ; fo that it may properly be laid to be ** or* 
rafd m the garb of Jorro*tt>y For further infortoi^- 
tion fee modem clc^ets, pqjjm: 

4. It IS difficult to trace the invention of foap 1 
however, the procefs feems to be this : a certmin 
quantity of water is filtrated through a proptt 
proportion of lime, greafe and aflies, which, being 
boiled to a confidence, is very ferviceabie in clean- 
ing the impurities of linen, &c. 

5. The ftory of the loves of Venus and Adonjjl 
is well knowa to the lovers of heathen mytholqg];. 
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Impromptu on Lawyers^ 

JlxAVE 70U not feen a cat, for an hour without 

fail, 
Run round her, and round her, in queft of her tail^ 
Till at laft, with a long and difconfolate face, 
She leaves oflFher friikings, and gives up the chace ? 
Thus fares it with Lawyers, when pleading in court ; 
To ev*ry hy-ftander they make the fame fport ; 
When perplex'd, in the circle of logic they run, 
And leave it more doubtful than when they beguSr 



A small Tribute to the Memory of 
Peter Pindar. 

VyHENaiice my ireebom Mufc her vcrie can 

%en4, 
To Tiblate the feelings of a friend j 
Search out afike the cottage and tbe thronet 
To make our foUies^ not our Virtues, Imown | 
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£ach trifling foible magnify to crime, 

And tattle it abroad in goffip rhyme ; 

And, by no fenfc of fhame or reafon aw*d. 

Sport with religion, make a jeft of God ; 

Fll fearch out Where thy cobwebb'd volume lies. 

And read with rapture what I now defpife* 



To Ormond. 

IVICHES and fplendour, birth and powV, 

The child of folly may excufe, 

Kut never for a fmgle hour 

Could charm the heav'n-aipiring Mufe. 

The man whofe inmoft foul is warm'd 
By fancy's delicate delights, 
Purely, my friend, was never form'd 
To tempt Ambition's dang'rous heights- 
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To Art. 

VXENIUS of ArtI whenwefurvey 
Thy works> oar minds with raptures glow ; 
The rifing and the fe|:ting day 
Difplay thy wonders here below. 

Our bofoms own thy mighty pow'r. 
Our inborn dignity we fcan, 
And feel, at ev'ry pafEng hour. 
The native majefty of man. 

The lofty pyramids, that rife. 
And o*er the humble cottage frown, 
The ftately tow'rs that prop the (kies. 
Are monuments of thy renown. 

Behold ! the favage quits his bow, 
Forfakes his wild, ferocious clan ; 
He feels the genial current flowj 
And mellows mto focial man. 

I) 
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Yon field of flax, which fummtr gales 
Wave, as they fweep along the plain, 
Transfonn'd by Art to fwelling fails, 
Shall bear our glory o*er the main. 

Where drowfy min'rals^ dark and drear, 
Lay cover'd with the mountain heap. 
Art's mighty Genius whifpers, " Here 
♦* Columbia's future thunders fleep," 



On the New Year, 

JL HOU glorious orb J afcending bright, 
Shoot thy long, level'd lines of light 5 
The gloomy face of nature cheer, 
And bail th€ New-porn Year, 

O ! could the forrows of an aching heart. 
With fierce Ambition, tyrant of the mind, 
Like yonder fleeting year depart, 
Kor leave a trace behind ) 



57 

Father of Light ! the dart reftrain, 
Thy fierce, deftroying Angel flings ;♦ 
Give health her vermil courfe again. 
And life to gufh from thoufand fprings. 

The infant, o*er his parent's grave, 
Deprefs'd in anguifh, bows the knee ; 
Without an human arm to fave, 
He lifts his little hands t6 thee. 

Prcferve from harm the unprote^ed boy : 
In forrow's defert, plant the rofe of joy. 



On Spring. 

Now the rifing fun difplays 
A brighter round of golden rays ; 
The flitting Zephyr's dewy wing 
Bruflies the eyelids of the Spring : 
Forth, from her bow'r of calm repofe, 
She walks, and o'er the fields her mantle throws. 

* Tie Tdhvi Fewr* 
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Thy breath fends forth a fweet perfume^ 
That fcents each teivder floVret's bloom ; 
The downy bloflbms on the fpray 
Thy fingers open to the day- 
Give all their fragrance to the air^ 
And lay the roie's bluihing boibm bare. 

No more ihall Winter role the plains. 
With fierce north winds, and daiking rains : 
The fnowy tempefts of the fky 
Shall ceafe in giddy whirls to fiy. 
Our hearts, O Spring ! with rapture bum, 
And " bluihing pleafure hymaxs" thy foft return. 

The lark, up-fpringing from the lawn, 
With plumage fpangled i>7 tjic dawn. 
The robin clear, the black-bird fhrill. 
And all the mufic of the hill, 
Pour forth the vary *d chorus round. 
And Echo, charm'd, repeats th? joyful found. 

O ! for fome rude, fantaftic bow*r, 
Inwove by many a fragrant flow*r, 
Where I may view the meadows wide. 
The humble vale, the mountain's pride, 
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Made Tocal by the fliephcrd*s layi, 
Whofc flocks attentive, lift'nifig, ceafe to graze. 

Let feme rude ftream meander by. 
Now feen, now hidden from the eye. 
In peaceful murmurs rippling flow, 
And heaven's refra^ed funbeams (how ; 
Till, checked by fbme oppoiing force^ 
It breaks, and roars, tempeftons m its cottrft. 

Such calm retirement would I ehoofe. 
Court no eompanioa but the Muft $ 
Ambition &ill abroad might nile^ 
Recdve the homage of the fool ; 
My happy hours fliould glide away, 
Recklefs of what a censoring world might £iy« 



To Cheerfulness. 

Nymph of Ae darWy-rolUng eye ! 
Enrob'd in Fancy's tin«ur*d yeft. 
Forth from thy facred covert fly, 
And take poifcflion of my breaft. 

D 2 
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The moon with tranquil luilre burns f 
Ambition lolls his radiant head 
In flumbers, on his golden bed| 
And dreams of conqueils whea the day returns*. 

Here let us join the nightly dance. 
And fport on yonder flow'ry luwn. 
Beneath the foft moon's filver glunce,. 
And.ihun the £urple light of mom*. 

In midnight's folitary hours, 
O Cheerfulnefs ! thy charms bellow;. 
Spread o'er our minds a* vivid glow, 
And breathe a fragrance o'er the fields and flow'rsi. 

Loft' to all. glory, fenfe and'fEtame^. 
The mifer grafps bis golden toys,. 
Spurns the rich honours of thy name^. 
And poifons all his facial jqy^* 

How foon.his fairy^ profpeds fade 1 
See haggard Difappointment ftand ! 
Behold, he wave3 his fable wand, 
And clouds the profpeft with a g^loomj ibad9» 
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The failor quits the reahns of eafe^ 
Forfakes, alas ! thy peaceful reign. 
He ploughs with joy the foaming feas i. 
But, lo ! he ne'er retarns again^ 

As round the howling billows raTCj. 
Hark ! how he fhrieks with wild affrighe^ 
As dim he fees the ghofl of night. 
Half viewlefs, gleaming through the feagreen wav^i. 

Fair Goddefs ! to thy charms divine 
Thy fuppliant daily lK)mage pays. 
And lights thy conftcrated flirine. 
With pure affe^ion's hallowed blaze- 
Here let me foft contentment findi- 
And, far from all the din of courts, 
Amidft thefe lively, rural fports. 
Reap the rich harveft of a virtuous mindl- 
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The Pleasures of Fancy. 

OWEETEST warbler of the fpray. 
Awhile fufpend your pleafmg lay ; 
Ye gales ! your gentle breaths forbear. 
And, hufh'd in filent, foft rcpofe, ^ 
Attend awhile^ and you fhall hear 
The pleafure which the Hermit knows. 

When the rich mantle of the mom 
Begins with fplendonr to unfold, 
I mark upon the bending thorn 
The lively dew-drop, tipt with gold. 
Forth from my cave, I view the light. 
Rejoicing o*er the fhades of night, 
Then my fond thoughts with rapture roH, 
In all the energy of fouL 

But when the cheerful day is gone. 
And darkfome night moves flowly on ; 
When, with a melancholy grace, 
Pale Luna lifts her fober face. 
Then whifpers foft fome unknown powV, 
*Tis Contemplation's fav'rite hour* 
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If chance the rainy torrent falls. 
And patters on my cottage walls^ 
Secure I hear the tempef^ roar. 
And howl for entrance at the door ; 
On the bright vernal bow I gaze, 
Where mimic diamonds feem to blaze. 

If from the north ftem Winter blows 
His driving cataraA of fnows, 
In dark'ning ftorms and tempers dred^ 
Then Pleafure drops her cherub wing, 
Reclines oa April's dewy breail, 
And waits the fymphony of Spring. 

When Summer comes, with glory crown'd, 
Xtiipesfing light and grandeur iro^md* 
I feek thjs heav'n-aipiring hill, 
Or wander where the murm'ring rill 
Rolls over fragrant beds of flow'rs. 
And there I pafs the noon-tide hours. 

Nor fober Autumn comes in vain ; 
*Tis then I court the ftudious train, 
Or haunt the Mufes' facred grove, 
Where oft my footfteps love to rove.v 
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And when the trees (land dark and baxiey 
No cheerful muflc warbling there^ 
My bread with tender pity heaves ; 
I read my fate in falling leaves. 

O Nature 1 all-fufficient maidy 
Give me, thy wond'rous works to fcan ; 
Infpire me with thy powerful aid, 
And let me know myfelf a man^ 



To Fhrella. 



V-/ALM was the night, andgcdtlc was the breeze^ 
The diftant main was faintly heard to roar, 
A deep, low murmur whifper'd in the trees, 
And the pale moon-beam flept along the (hore« 

'Twas Meditation's folitary hour. 
Along the borders of a ftream I ftray'd ; 
I faw the Mufe, and felt her magic pow' r, 
As with light fteps fhc preft the verdant glade* 
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^o thee, Florella, did my foul repair, 
And view'd with joy that heav'n-illumin*d face. 
Where blufhes fweet the artlefs mind declare, 
Array'd in all the dignity of grace. 

' What ftoic eye unmov'd can e'er behold 
Thy fimple locks, by artlefs Nature dreft. 
That turn in many a long and carelcfs fold, 
And roll luxuriant down thy fnowy breaft ? 

Need I defcribe thofe beauty-beaming eyes, 
Where all the pow'rs of foft perfuafion glow ; 
Which fmile when plcafure's airy phantoms rife. 
Or melt in pity at the tale of wo ? 

Early in life, thy guardian genius (bed 
Around thy form the rays of love refin'd, 
She pour'd rich bleflings on thy infant head, 
And in thy bofom fix'd the feeling mind. 

Beauty, alas ! is but a tranfient flow'rt 

In which no real happinefs is found ; 

It buds and blooms, and withers in an hour. 

Then lies and fades negUftcd 6u xJbft s^o\wA^ 
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But the bright virtues that furround thy form 
Shall take deep root, and long fhall blofibm itere ; 
And when tranfplantedy fhall furvive the ftorm^ 
And bloom more glorious in a happier fphere* 



To the Morning Star. 

JlvISE 01^ the front of hear'n, thou brilliant Star! 
Child of the Mom, witli .cv'ry beauty crownM ; 
Look down, all-glorious, from thy fplendxd car, 
j\j\d flioot xhy beams like filver threads around* 

fright Orb ! beneath thy calm, protediing light. 
Oft have I fought tlie heav'n-refleding rill, 
The lofty mountain, rifing in his might, 
Or thp fwift torrent dafhing down the hill* 

Then would the ibaring lark triumphant rife. 
On fome bright cloud to reft his weary wing ; 
And, ere the mom's deep purple ting'd the fkies. 
With his wild notes would fbothe the ear of Spring. 
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Sut JSprlng, with all her thoufand charms refin'di 
Tsfo fteady ray of jpleafure can impart^ 
To cafe the throbbings of an anxious mind. 
When fick defpair fits cold upon the heart. 

Yet ever-waking Mem-ry ftill purfues 
Thofe better dayjs when Hope my hours beguil'd> 
When, to my fancy's all-enraptur*d views, 
ISpring dawn'd more bright, as fair Florclla finll'd* 

Bu^now that day-ftar of my life has fet, 
And all my adive energies are dead. 
While that ftem tyrant of my foul, Regret, 
Winds the fad wiHow round my drooping head. 

Sweet Poefy ! in jnagic fiSion drcft, 
No more I court thy charms ; I br«ak thy ipell : 
Thou dear confoler of the human breaft ! 
Receive my fond adieu, my laft fareweL , 
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jho <f young Lady who presented me 
with a ^ing. 

Friendship ! of Heav*n the dcvcft favour. 
Poor, unhappy mortals know. 
Life itfelf, without thy flayour, 
Phres tts sought hut dre^s of wq. 

When I fee the jp(ioming bluihes, 
|lapture thrills through all my veins ^ ' 

How the crimfon gtory t^iihes '^ 

iO'er the .wide^ etibereal plains j 

Sivceter, ^rietldihip, is thy paffioji ^ ' 
O defcend and dwell with me ! 
*< Each fond ^dA and £iK:lBiaaoi» 
«< SImV tfsfdk ttrfelf in tfaee." 

Svtet to the melancholy rover 
Is the ftream and circling mill. 
Seen from far o'er fields of clover : 
FrieadHnpl thoii art £wetlex fi$L 
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Moniarch ! on t£y throne of fplen'dbur/ 
*Mid& tbf jewels fparldi^ r9Had«-> 
An that fcrvae fear c^ rendier-^ 
is one pledge of friendfhip found ? 

Sunflime friends I have an hoft of; 
But a real friend in ftore t 
All Peruvia cannot boaft of 
Diamonds that I value more.- 

Ob taj fair I when gqefs a,flaU 70Q| 
And misfortune frowxis iev^, 
Know, if aught it can avail you> 
Friendfliip drops the penfive tear. 

May guardian angels, ever near yoUt 
Their iky-tindur'd wings ^i^f^j ; 
And with heav'n's bright profped cheer yotii. 
Point the path, and lead the way. 
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Crumb of Consolation fo a TFidowrd 
Dove. 

Sweet Poet of the verdant plains f 

Why doft thou feek a calm retreat. 

When fober melancholy reigns, 

>A.nd tunc thy penfive note fo fweet ? ^ ' 

M 

Has fo»e rude boy, with hand unbleA'9. 

Sought the dear covert of the grove, 

And rifled from thy Kttlc heft ' • * ^ 

The darling pledges of 'thy love t 

Or has fbme favage fportfman's eyes 
Drove from thy fight thy lovely mate T 
Ah ! no ; thy tender partner lies>. 
Lock'd in the iron deep of Fate. " 

Then, lovely bird, ceafe not to grieve ;: 
Seek the dark willow, dank with dew. 
And there, from rifing morn till eve> 
Your tender, plaintive fong renew. 



^ 
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The ftrcam, where once the lovers ftray'd, 
Down its pure margin gently flows. 
And murmurs through the filver glade, 
In foft refponfes to thy woes. 

The gales, that once tranfpcrted bore. 
On rapid wings, thy notes of love. 
Thy cruel fate Ihail now deplore. 
And forrow fadden all tbt grove. 

Ton ftiirdy oak, thy fev'rite tree. 
All gloomy to the fight appears, 
And, as a tribute due to thee^ 
Shakes from its leaves the trickling tears. 

Thy form in glowing hues was 4reft, 
But death has tux^'d their luftre pale ; 
The filver down that fhades thy Jbreaft 
Is ruffled by the ps^n^ gale. 

Tet, lovely mourner, ceafe thy cries. 
Nor think thy cdrei unheeded fkmi 
One pearl is woa £t0m Scanty 's^e^, 
More precious than tibe (fiamonds glow. 
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Daphnis and Evelina. 

W^HEN Midnight ftretches out her fhade. 
Like a broad curtain, o'er the fkies, 
Then will I go and view the glade 
Where now my nmch-lov'd Daphnis lies^ 

Form'd with a mind above the pride 
And. tinfcl fplendour of the great,, \ . 
He ventured not on Pleafure's tide,. 
Bat fought repofe in humbler ftatCu 

A lowly cottage Be poffefs^if; ' *- i 

Contented there in peace to dwell" r 
The poor, the feeble and diftrefs'tf 
Sought ihelter in his humble cetl^ ' " ' 

White-handed P«ftoe, ;uid fpfy Jog^^ ^ • 
With brow umoocli'd .by ]^iniDg:care» 
The paffing trav'kr would decoy*: .._;.• 
And give him hearty welcome there.. 
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But Evelina, faireA maid ! 
Would vifil oft that humble place,, 
In native innocence array'd ; 
Her mind unfpotted as her fecei 

Her winning form, her ibft addref^, 
Eandled in Daphnis Love'ls pure flame t 
He felt the pangs ©f fwcct difbreffi> 
And Evelina Mt the &me. 

With mutual love their bofoms gl6w*tf. 
By no dark jealoufy defiled ;' 
And Hymen, from his rofy cloudy 
Look'd on the lovely pafr, iaird fmil'dv 

How fweet was then ikt moonlight w^, 
Or folemn intervening (hade> 
Where free and fearlefs they might talk. 
And pledge thofe vows whick^love had mad^ T 

BuftUng Ambition hotds his t ei git 
Amid the noife and ftrifc of day V • 
But Love, more tranquil,* cwits Ae plaftr, 
Where moonbeams tirattc*xo-«i^>3Bfe^^^t«\v 
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Rfoon-fUverM groves, in beavty drcftr 
Echo'd their vows, and none WQul4 h^af^ 
Save the poor robin on her neft* 
That fliook her little wings with fear- 

Why do the Sov^ts on Hymen's i^iner 
That lately iked fuch rich^ perfumes. 
Now hang their iicUy beitdst^fttd pine* 
Or ftrew the earth with faUcA bkxHniit • 

Alas ! while Love, with iportivQ air^^^ 
Proclaims the hymeneal d^y^ , . 
For Daphnis, Daphnis^ d(W^ l!r^iKUres« . . 
The <g}oomy coQSm gLfkitb^ day.^ . 

Around' thy sne^iowt^y mp4f . .... 
The fweeteft flow'rs of fpring ihall kh^fy 
And cover with ttieirpiiirtd^ U^iieint rt . 
The fs^cri^fi f»d ^t Ui^ W^w. . . 

There haplefs Evelina ftands^ 
Her bofom throbs wkh pa^ feytqr(B i' 
Behold! ihe i^ijog^ Jbex: foeble Juui^^^^ 
Ai2d ikjvs Urn yos£ sric^ m^ay a tc^^*. 
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Oft {haSi the filvep ftar of eve, 
While mounting in the clear, blue (kfr 
Paufe o'er tte fpot, awhile to grieve, 
And hide in clouds his twinkling eye* 

Dear (hade ! accept thiefe feeble lays,: 
That flow fincefely from a friend, 
Who knew thy worth in early days,, 
And now laments thy hapTefs end. 



Osaian> Address to the Evening Star^ 

OTAR of the pale defcending night ! 
Thy beam on yonder weft is bright j 
Thou rifeft on th* ethereal Uue^ 
Thy fteps are ftately on the hill, 
On yonder plain what doft thou view f 
The land — and ftormy winds are ftill. 

The murmuring of the torrent pours> 
And billows climb the rocky fhores ;, 
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The fliesf are on t&eir feeble fligbtV 
They mingle in their airy play : 
But TVhat doft tbou behold^ ftur Lrght ? 
Thou fmilefl, and depart'ft away. 
The waves tnth joy the burthen bear^ 
And bathe its Ibvely, flowing hair. 



Lamentation of^ Armin for the loss 
of his Daughter. 

kJN the rocky where the dark WAVes arife^ 
My daughter was heard to complain ; 
How frequent smd lotid were her cries ! 
She mourn'd for her father in vain. 



I flood on the (hotrc all the .night ; 
The pale moon rofe penfive and flow. 
And brought her faint form to laj fight ;: 
I learn'd all her accents of wo. 
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The tempeft howPd dver the plain. 
The wind whiflJed budly and flirfll, 
While the drops of tiie dark-falling rai^ 
Beat hard on the fi^fc of the hill. 

^XP the fun tinged tJjie meuntains with light, 
The voice of my daughter was frail, 
Like the flow, folemn breeze of the night, 
yjiat dies on the grafs of the v^l^^. 

Now in the cold dujft fhe 13 laid^ 
And has left thee, O Armin ! alone ; 
The ftrength of mine arm is decayed, 
My pride amongft women is gone, 

WJhen the ftorms •£ the bleak mountain roar. 
When the north lifts the blue wave on high 
I fit on the fea-beaten fliore, 
And the rock's fat^ fummit JL fpy. 

The ghofts of.my children appear ; 
All pallid and mournful they feem ; 
They converge with a iigh and and a tear. 
As they walk in th« xrtootf s {tX^t^^V^^spi^ 
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I call> but they hear me no more j 

Cannor ! how hard is mj doom i 

1 am dripped of the honours I bor^^ 
J wUh the repofe of the tomb* 



To the fair Coquettes. 

\\ HEN five-and-forty's rugged miea 
Had fought the gentle Chloe's face. 
The marks of hoary age were feen^ 
Infcriptions of departed grace. 

Jn vain beneath the penpil glows 
.Created youth, and beauties rife j 
A jufter form her mirror (hows j 
^er faithful mirror never li^s^r 

Anon, fhe writes the hafty line, 
To one who once ador'd her charms ; 
** Return, dear youth, of form divine* 
''^ Return and blcfs my lotigmg atm^. 



"Wert thou, my Ormond, doomfd to pine, 
A flavc where fome proud deipot reigns. 
Say, would it eafe that heart of thin^. 
That thou wert bound in golden chains i 

The diadem, Ambition's prize. 
Oft glitters on the brow of Sin ; 
And though its luftre charms the ^ycs, 
Mark well what horrors dwell within i 

When once we wander from the luindt 
In fearch of happinefs elfewhere^ 
We feek, 'tis true, but nemer find, 
The blifs that centres only there. 

Some calm and elegant retreat. 
Shaded by fome romantic tree, 
Where we may ilt ia focial chat. 
Is better far fqr you and me. 
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4 Hint to Rhymers. 

Hard is the Poetafter's fate ! 
To early rife, gnd fit up late ; 
With elbows and with knees quite bare, 
To weave a fonnet for, the fair^ 

CHORUS, 

See the poet bite his pen, 

JRhyme, and rhyme, and rhyme again^ 

Tlie fair commands ; who dares refufe ? 
Once more the poet plies his mufe. 
And when his ftock of flatt'ry fails, 
jHe bites invention from his nails. 

See the poet bite his pen, 

JUiyme, and rhyme, and rhyme ^gaiu. 

Poor Poet ! vain the joy of thine, 
Though ladies praife thy laboured line. 
Can praife o'er poverty prevail. 
Or flatt'ry jave thee fropi the gaol ? 

See the poet bite his pen, 
Rhyme, and rhyme, and t\\yme ^g^vtv% 
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J^oets, like painters, xnuft prepare 
The dimpling fmile, the flowing hair ; 
And fpread ten thoufand charms to vievr. 
Which female beauty never kne^. 

See the poet bite his pen. 

Rhyme, and rhyme, and rhyme again. 
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Give me, great Gods ! a rich furloin, 
A bumper foaming o'er with wine ; 
But if fucb bleflings ye refufe, . 
In pity fave me from the Mtifc. 

See the poet bite bis pen, ' 

Rhyme, and rfayme^ and rhyme js^gain. 



Ye Poets ! once a brother hear: 
«< Stick the black pen behind the ear," 
And labour, barter, talk or fight. 
In fhort, do any thing but write* 

See the poet bite his pen, 

Rhyme, and rhyme, and rhyme again. 



»-.\ 
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More folid bleffings will be found 
In one poor incli of real ground^ 
Tiaai all the foil vhere poets tell 
Apollo and the muies dwelL 

See the poet bite his pen, 

Hhyxne, and rhyme, and rhyme agaia» 



An affecting Eclogue^ in the Style of 
Gay, between Clodpoleand Dobbin. 

DOBBIN. 

XlEY, Cloddy ! where fo early in the lOOfa i 
See, fcarce the deW^lrop fparkles on the thorn ; 
The cock has fcarcely now begun his note. 
But you are here, dreft in yowr Sunday coaL 

CLODDY, 

Pray Hop me not ; to neighbour John's I fteer. 
To get, if pofiible, a mug of beer ; 
And then to fifter Bet, for her to make 
Some gingerbread, to ferve for marriage-cake* 



DOBBIN. 

Hah ! who have you been courting ? no onC/ furct 
Would have a man fo wretched and fo poor ; 
Your very dockings, Clod, a motley pair, 
Your great>grandfather oft to town did wear. 

cLosny. 
Rail not at me : re^refs thofe fland'rous tones^ 
Or elie this crab-ftick iball aflait your bones ;. 
For know, my fweeteft Sue declared outright 
That (he would have me 'fore to-morrow night. 

DOBBIN. 

Ah f veil I know that fair^)ney; oft would ihe 
Sit by tlie chimney-^de and talk with me ; 
And there, reclining in the chair, would tell [fell $ 
For how mu^ ducks, for hpw much geefe, would 
How fat hf r hogs {lad gr9wn, and, in 9- trice, 
Could reckoiU Y^hat at fi^ket was their price* 
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But though your Sue will make a lovely mate, 
Truft me, fhe is not equal to my Kate. 

CLODDY. 

Oft would my Sue arife at break of day» 
And to the field flap merrily away ; 
There would we hoe the hills of com along. 
And cheer our labours with a mutual fong i 
And when we'd toiPd beneath the morning fon> 
A roufing kifs would tell our labour done. 

DOBBIN. 

My deareft Kate, when laft I made my hay> 
Would help her Dobbin all the liveldhg day 5 
And when tir'd out, we left our rakes, and flaxd 
Full half an hour beneath the che&ut (hade r 
She faid^ (fHU to her Dobbin crer trtie) ' 
All labour's Kght, if I can work for yott'V 
*Tis not long fince, that two btnFs-nefts I caught^ 
And to mj Fair the handfome prefent brought ; 
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The pggs were ftrung, and, beautiful to view^ 
Hang on the looking-glafs of lovely Sue. 

CLODiyy* 
When neighbour Jerry had his hulking done^ 
Two cars of corn I found, that grew in one ; 
I gave the. ears to Kate^ and faid> Pray take 
And keep them facred, for your Cloddy's fake ; 
And thus, faid I, may we in marriage join ! 
Kate blufh'd like fire, and faid, Your words are mine* 

DOBBIN. 

Ned's fitter Marg'ret, in her fult fo brown, 
Will cv*ry diiy ride Sorrel to the town : 
But Sufan fwears fhe ne'er abroad will roanv 
But, like her coflet, always ttay at home^ 

CLODDY. 

Oft win my cattle fweat beneath the yoke ; 

When tir'd with work, they'll loll their tongues and 
finok. 
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But> Kate F your burthen is not half fa tight ^ 
Lovers " yoke is eafy, and his labour %bt**^ 

DOBBlir« 

Lei towns-folk curl and powder up their tiair,. 
And fifnell fo fweet with the perfumes they wear ^ 
Let the town girls in filks and clantses Iraily 
And, like our oxea, we^r a length of tail | 
With gauze and pafteboard let them load the dfcrnn. 
And fhew like haycocks tumbled npfide down ;. 
My lovely Sue, in country neatnefs dreft. 
Will look to me more handfome than the beft» 



Poor JFilliam\s AMre^s. 
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NC£ more Poor William haftens to addreft 
The friends of freedom, patrons of the prefs. 
Permit a haplefs obje<5t to implore 
What charity can give ; he aiks no more. 
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O'er my i»rk fute no bappj Genius AniVil i 
Misfortune claim'd me for her fav'rite child^ 
Bom, all the woes of poverty to feel, 
I wander vretched» lafte the icanty nifiaL 
While fcftivc pleafure revels out the night. 
And the gay heart ^1 flutUirs with delight ; 
While with loud mirth the focial halls refound^ 
And fong and dancc'aod merry jeft go round ; 
Some ftill untafied pleafure to impart} 
Some fiefh enjoyment for the languid hearty 
Surfeit with traafport, yet fiill craving more ; 
1 brave the blaft that whiftles round the docr^ 
Think thca bow hard for poverty to bear 
The nipping iharpnefs of the winter air I 
Ye fair I whofe fweetnefs ev'ry charm endears, 
Thro' whofe mild orbs companion pours her tearsy 
From you I crave what charity can give ; 
O ! teach a fon offorrow how to live. 
To you, while journeying thro' this ^cale of tears,. 
May Heav'n, aufpicious, grant a length q€ ^^^r^'>. 
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May calm contentment hail each riling rstj^ 
And pleafure clofe with ev'ry clofing day j 
And ne'er be doom'd to feel, in life's decline 
Thofe woes of which fo large a (hare is miae^ 



A Ghost* 

W^HAT bo^ngmisfortiflaeVifty dear littfe chHrf/ 
Makes your heart fweU with anguifhi your eyes 

overflow i 
Perhaps I may 1»ani& thofe tumults fo wfldi 
If not» my fond heart fhall refpond to your wo. 

Sure fuch lovely innocence never could harm ; 
Or, if indifcretion has led thee aftray, 
Suck beauty celeftial would prove as a charm. 
To drive all the pow'r of refcntment away. 
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/^ 1 no> fir : as late yonder manfion I pafs'd> 
The fcene was all gloomy, the night wind blew bold, 
1 heard the loud fhriek of a Ghoft in the blaft, 
That made my warm blood with amazement run 
cold. 

My heart funk within me, I fhook with affright ; 
I flew from the place, and look'd anxioufly round ; 
When the Ghoft ftbod before me, all difmally white, 
Where yonder hoarfc ivy fhakes oyer the ground. 

Some night-Vilder'd trav'ler was murdcr'd tliis way j 
(So ancient tradition confirms the report) 
His (pe^re ftill vifits the moon's pallid ray, 
Atid makes tins the haunt of his gloomy refort. 

Oh 1 hufh all thofe idle fufpicions, my dear ! 
They arc vifions created by fancy's defign ; 
No ugly old fpedh-e fliall dare to appear, 
And haunt fo much beauty ?ltv4 '^vtvoit >s. >i«coR.* 



Kow ivhile the full moon (hines Co clear in the 4tf » 
And the night muds no lenger make lempeft mad 

rout, ^ 
Together, niy fair one, our courage we'll try„ 

To wander thefe defolate ruins about* 

jSee here is the ivy, the ^hoft-hannted fjpot, 
But where is the fellow that caus'd thy c^fHght ? 
His late evening walk he has furely forgot, 
Or perhaps does not rife quite fo early to-night. 

If yonder white cat, who fits wailing aloud, 
And demands of thy charity only a bone. 
Will do for a ghoft, and her fur for a fhroud, 
The fpirit is laid, and the charm is undone* 

The critic may laugh, and tiie gentleman find 
Ample caufe, in this ftory, to fneer and to hifs : 
I appeal to the common good ienfe of mankind. 
If the world does not fumiih fuch folly a« $his» 
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The tippler* who fwills down his bumpers all day^ 
Is chaag'd to a fottiih and overgrown dunce ; 
For fear that repentance is time thrown away. 
Gives his charader all to perdition at once* 

The hero, who drives to ennoble his name 
By the flaughter and carnage of all human kind. 
May think that he guides the proud chariot of fame, 
While the poor little lacquey rides blinking behind* 

The wo-begone lover, who trolls out the praifc 
Of the damfcl coquettlih, who flights all his pray'rs, 
May fow, and exped a fine produce to raife. 
But will foon reap a plentiful harveft of tares* 

The poor poetafler (O ! how my brain reels I) 
Thinks malice and envy known only by fneers ; 
Still plods on, sind rhymes on ; poor culprit ! he 

feels 
No gift from Apollo, but Midas's ears. 
H 
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AH theftf are but Fancy's delufions at xnoft } 
Delufions vrbich Prudence can ever fubdue» 
Each employnienty each pleafurci has always its 

Ghoft ; 
Then ftall net the girl in her turn laugh at you i 



Lines written on being wakened in 
Sickness by a Serenade at the Win-^ 
daw. 

JriENCE, fcvcrifli dreams ! the progeny of caie^ 
Nor with falfc terrors hover round my head 5 
Avaunt ! ye grifly fpe^res of defpair I 
Nor dance with demon raptures round my bed. 

No more the ihriek of Innocence I bear } 
Darky filent-footed Murder drops his knife 1 
No more mine eyes Auvey the blood-ftain'd bter^ 
/ wnkc oncQ more to extacy an4^&« 
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A ftraia mdodious, cxquifiteljr fbft, 
On every fenfe with thrilling rapture fteals, 
(Now finking low, now fwelling loud, aloft) 
DifpeU the hox^rors demon Fancy fpdsf . 

O, when this feverifh dream of life is o'er, 
May David's harp, to fuch high raptures giv*n, 
Wear out the pangs that dying nature bore, 
And foothe my fpirit in its flight to heav'n ! 



On seeittgthe Body of a dead Horse 

unburied. 

X E who, with ftupid faUiphood, love to preach 
Of man's perfedion, and fuch childifli tales, 
O hufh a moment — flop the idle fpeech ; 
Let ftubbom fad convince, when reafon fails. 

Oft have 1 feen this courfer fpum the rein, 
Proud of tlie falfe applaufes of mankind ; 
Diftend his cheft, exalt his flowing mane. 
And leave the lagging tompeft far behind. 
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Bat nowy anthoQght of^ fince his race is nnv 
(Such is the ftate of virtue here below) 
His bones ^e left to whiten in the fun^ 
His flefh to gorge the carrion-haunting crow. 

Vafl is the bofom of out mother earth ; 

Could thy poor remnants find no refuge there ? * 

She gave alike to men and horfes birthy 

And both alike are objeds of her care. 

Yes, to our fhame and forrow be it faid. 
The fervile poet trolls the flatt'ring line ; 
The marbled monument hides many an head 
Who& worthy poor courfer I never equalled thine» 

Why (hould my penfive Mufe reludant tell, 
That thy poor withered bones unearth'd remain ? 
While the great hero who with glory fell 
Still moulders difregarded on the plain. 

If no dark raven ever fluttered round, 
And with unhallow'd pounces tore the head. 
Yet Scandal ftill infli(fls a deeper wound, 
And revels on the glory of the dead. 
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Epitaph on an Indian. 

jtIeRE, in the gloomy regions of the de^d, 
The child of forrpw refts bis humble bead ; 
No learning taught bis ragg<K[ foul to ri&, 
And boan4 bis broa^ refearches by the &ies. 
But fimpk Natorp fprm'd her artlefs child, 
And touch'd bis bofom with a£Fedions mild. 
Pure as his native ftream his thoughts would flow ; 
He felt, and he rdieVd, a brother's wo. 
From heav*n no beams of chriftian glory fhin'd. 
To break the native darknefs of his nrind 5 
On die drear mountain's defolate abode 
He bdi^d, in death, to meet his humble God: 
Where, free from ambufh, free from eVry fear. 
The (hades of men might chafe the ftades of deer ; 
Where 'midfi their tribes the found of war fhould 

ceafe, ^ 

And all fiiould finoke the calumet of peace. 
H a 



78 

Oh) blufliy thou Chriflian ! whSe a Savage lives 
In the calm light his native confdence gives* 
Steadfaft purfnes his duty to the end. 
And meets his God as man wonid meet a friend $ 
Whilft yon, amtdft the blaze of ehriftian ltg|it» 
Where ev'ry duty glares on ev*ry fights 
Still from the facred paths of virtue (bay. 
And turn your vifage from the gofpel ray. 



Epitaph for the Grave-Stone of a near 
and much-respected Relation. 

While coW and ^chlefk.lies that lifclefe 

form,. 
Which once was with each godlike vtrtne warm^- 
Which for the poor and needy wrought relief. 
And loft its fttfiPrings in another's grief;. 
Applauding Seraphs hail thy happier (hade 
To brighter realms, where no rude dorms invade. 
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Epitaph on a Sailor who died at Sea^ 
and who had a Grave-Stone inscri- 
bed to hia Memory. 

V-IN a far diftant fhore his body lies, 
Where no parental hand can clofe his eyes ; 
But, trav'ler ! while you walk this grave around> 
And view the fculptur'd ftone, and rifing mound. 
Let the foft figh of forrow languifh here, 
And Pity's eyelids flow with grief fincere. 



On the death of my much-respected 
Friend^ Mr. Samuel Danforth^ of 
Providence. 

jLiET no intruding footfleps wander near 
Where Friendfhip ftops to fhed the filent tear. 
To mourn thy lofs, O Dan forth ! I invoke 
No clam'roms Raven from the blafted oak. 



80 

Such Flattery may vnrite» and fuch applau^ $ 
But Friendfbip touches on a finer chord* . 
The folemn grove, the bciut-cpngenial (bsidt^ 
More fuits my foul than Fancy's Tain parade. 
I fcek the man whofe worth my heart reveres, 
1 find him only in Affedion's tears, 
in the gay mora of life, in virtue's bloom. 
He fell a vidim to the fatal tomb. 
Hearts, like the funeral marble, hard and cold. 
To future ages have their virtues told ; 
Riches the lie to diftant times may give. 
And fervilc Flatt'ry bid their glories live- 
But thy dear name fhall hav^ no ^eai^er part, 
Fix'd in the core of FqendiOnp's bkediog heart. 

When thefc poor limbs fhalllieoutftretch'd and cold. 
And join in wedlock wirib their cov*ring mould. 
May thy kind angd ftand at Mercy's door, 
And teach my infant fpirit where to foar. 
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Epitaph to the Memory of a dear de- 
parted Brother. 

Departed fnendi why fhonia I mourn, 
And tread dark Melancholy's plains ? 
Why fhould I dew with tears the urn 
That now preferves thy dear remains ? 

Tho* cold, beneath the dampy fod. 
Thy limbs in peaceful flumbcr lie. 
Thy fpirit feeks a gracious God, 
And flits its paflage through the fky* 

What joy muft heave that bread of thine, 
To quit this jarring, earthly fphere, 
When the full chorus, all divine, 
Breaks in loud rapture on the ear ! 

I mark the day's impetuous Eight ; 
Behind the mountain fmks the fun, 
While fluflies of departed light 
In ling'ring dreams of glory ruiu 
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'Tis thus, dear friend ! thf fplendour flicws ; 
Here aching Friendfhip fecks relief^ 
In Mem'ry's foft, fcfleaed hues, 

That ikirt th' horizan of mj grief. 

The fon of poverty, forlorn, 
Oft bows his knees, both bare and old, 
To haughty greatnefs ; meets with fcom, 
And fhivers in the winter cold. 

When from thy hofpics^ble 4oor 
The wand'ring pilgrim e'er would gOp 
A glimpfe of joy, unknown before^ 
Would fparkle in the eye of Wo.- 

When the fierce fever's burning pains 
Had fcorch'd the wretch on misery's bed. 
When tortures, tore his fickly veins, 
And throbs convulfive racked his head ; 

To him thy kind relief was giv'n. 
If human pow'r could fet him free ; 
If not, his fighs and groans to Heav*n 
Were mingled with a pray'r for theie^ 
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Why fhould my plaiatiye numbers flow ? 
All muft obey the dread beheft : 
Here muft the fons of joy and wo 
Alike recline their heads to reft. 

When the cold clay and chilling fod 
Shall prefs thefe weary, aching eyes, 
O may I give my foul to God, 
And like thy glorious fpint rife ! 



To a jRing'Dove: in Imitation of 
Dr. Beattie's Song of the Hermit. 

/xH I why, lovely Mourner ! that mufical fall. 
That accent, that fpeaks a difconfolate mind ? 
Pecs fome hidden tumult thy bofom appal, 
That leaves the fad fting of reflection behind ? 

The caufe of thy forrow full well I difcem j 
The feafons of beauty and pleafure are paft : 
Yet filence, d^ar moumisr ! they foon fliall return. 
And ziatttre with teanties bt &t£bL c;^exc^^« 
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Though xiQW dfearf vante( howls ovcTftbe plaioj; 
Though the brooks cealb to nnutntiri tho ▼allies to 

Yet earth fliall be cloth'd in her fragrance againt 
And cteation revive, in. the fplendour of Spring* ■ / 

Ye woodlands, that lately were filver'd by flowers, 
My mind into rapture was kindled by you j 
Now Fsmcy impatiently waits for the hours 
When Spring's fairy pencil your charms fliall renew. 

How changed in a moment the furfkce of thmgs ! 
The woodlands and gardens are cover'd with fiiows : 
Soon Zephyr fliall flutter your leaves with his wingSj^ 
And bathe his light limbs in the dews of th^ rofe. 

E'en now, deareft warbler ! my fancy can fee 
The feafon of blifs in futurity roll ; . ^, 

The far-fpreading verdure, the white-bl(Huningit]%e|* 
And the funOmc of tziioj YyoxiA oa vccj ibuL 
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Then, lorcly coxnplatner i fortjear thj fcft laysj 
Nor gmre for thoie Ueffings which Spring ihall 

reftore ; 
Bat mourn for die current of man's fleeting daysi 
That ieafon which flies, and reyifitt no more. 



T^ a Friend who was ahont fti embatk 
for a Foreign Country. 

iVIy Friend, my foul's far better part ! 
Muft I no more convcrfe with you ? 
Ah ! no ; the pang that rends my heart 
Proclaims the diimal tidings true. 

Methinks, ev'n now, I fee thee ftandi 
Gazing with retrofpedive eye, 
Where the blue billow laves the land» 
And pouring Friendfiup's {acred .f(gb» 
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I fee the flup, vidi fpreading fail» 
Aod pendant ftreaming idly gay. 
Waiting the firft propitious gale, 
To bear xny heart's be ft hope away. 

• -■ 
O'er Georgia's melancholy downs, 
Where peftilential vapours meet. 
And the hot fun malignant frowns, 
I trace thy flowly-wand'ring feet. 

Oh ! let this hour of parting run 
Aiide from all unhallowed mirth % 
Retire awhile to think of one 
Who felt and who rever'd thy worth, 

Or, if thy feftive friends around 
Prefs thee thy glafs once more.to fill, 
I^et this defponding h^ur be foun4 
The facrament of Friendfliip ftilt 

And when thy lips fliall prefs the edge, 
Let no lafcivious toaft decoy. 
But give, ('tis facred Friendfliip^s pledge) 
The mem'ry of departed joy. 
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Ode to Childhood. . 

CHILDHOOD ! how fweet is thy day. 
Thy pa (lime how pleafant and fair ! 
Beyond thee, whatever men fay, 

1 fee nought but forrow and care. 

For Childhood will often amufe : 
With prolpedts no feafou can bring ; 
The infant, who fports in the dews, 
Believes all his life-time a ipring* 

Though petty misfortune may frown 
Awhile on the heSiJ of tlie boy, 
The tear, that rolls gracefully down. 
Is chased by the finile of his joy. 

Proud Manhood ! though wider thy range. 
Thou, for pleafure which Fancy bellows, 
Canft only obtain, in exchange, 
The heart-fmking preflure of woes. 

Falfe vifions of tranfport ! away ! 
Your prefence no more I can bear : 
My foul, when it pants for the day, 
Still peeps through the bars of my care. 
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la manhood, Ambition will rulcy 
Hie heart's tranquil moments devour ^ 
Wind her rays round the head of the foo}> 
Or give him the iceptre of pow'r. 

Round his treafure pale Avarice walks, 
And anzioufljT guards it alone ; 
Each finer enjoyment he baulks. 
And turns the warm heart to a (lone. 

Omnipotent Love may bequeath 
Beauty's fiow'r, that enraptures the tjts ; 
Bat fhrink, lotrely youth ! for beneath. 

The ferpent of Jealoufy lies. 

■ ■ .> a 

Falfe Friendfhip displays ail her charms. 
And, firen-like, lulls ^ee to reft ; . 
But ftill, in the grafp of her arms, 
Her dagger is felt at "the breaft. 

This world is all forrow and ftrife ; 
And he, who fliould vainly prefume 
To retire from die troubles of life, 
Muft feek his repofe In the tomb. 
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Nor would I prefumptuous complain : 
The Father of Mercy and Love 
Has doomed us to forrow and pain, 
But to wean us for bleffings above. 



Ode to Health. 

Divine Hygeia ! lift thy wing ; 
Forfake awhile thy downy bed ; 
Gome in the fragrance of the fpring, 
And fcatter rofcs round my hisad. 
Or, if thou feek^ft the mountain's breezy height. 
Or tread'ft with fafry feet the fpangled lawn, 
Catching with anxious eye the beams of light. 
That fire the ruddy cheeks of early dawn ; 
O come, thy facred charms around diffufe ; 
Bathe my hct temples with thy cooling dews. 



Orif, in thy immortal bow*h 
Thou fhun'ft th' obtrufive blaze of aay,4 
Guarding from harm the tender flow*i-,. 
FaanM by the genial breath of May 5: 
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Or if thon windeft down the mazy dance. 
With all the nymphs and dtyads of the woo4». * 
In grores imperyious to the folar glance. 
Or bath'ft thy lucid limbs in yonder flood ; 
Attend, fair Goddefs ! lull me to repofe. 
And pour a fweet oblivion on my woes. 

Fair Nymph ! in thy rcfplendent train 
No gloomy thoughts and cares appear : 
The captive joyful (hakes his chain, 
And fmiles content when thou art. near ^ 
Poflefs'd of thee^ forgets awhile^ his hcune,. '; 

The lov'd. companion of Kis youthful mirtiv 
The ipot where once his footfteps.lovM.to roani#^ .« 
His children, prattling round his focial hearth*. .; 
Thy pow'r, Hygeia, foothes his tortur'd breaft,, 
^Lnd.rpcks h^s ftgxmy paflions into reft* . 

Ben^th the yew-tree's dea^h-like ihade, . 

Ah.l, who can confola(ion:&[id ? t- 

There oft my w«ary liiabs are laid ; , 

I (brink at trprj. i»jEBng wind. 

There will the tainied bieath, by (ickneft faiowi^- -^ 

Heave through the gra(s an intejpiittent figh» 



And fcem to fty, O man ! Ay jdys are flown r 
Child of the noment ! thou (halt fiiortlT: die. 
Give mC) fair Njmph ! awhile to fhan mj doom-p. 
A ibort» ihort refgite from the fatal tomb. 

Few are the pleafnres of mankuidl: 
Corroding cares, in grim. array, 
Glare fierce and gloomy. on the mind,, 
And drive the tremUing joys away. 
The pale confmnption's flow and patient courfe 
With our weak nature holds inceflant ftrife^ 
But the fierce fever^s jnore impetaous force 
Jlies thnn:^h.tbc veins, and faftens on the Itfe^. 
Unhappy man ( where'er your eyes you turn, . 
Tou loojk for pleafure — ftill you find an unu. 

Hygeia ! thou canft' charm awhile,. 

Frpm Sorrow wipe the burning tear ;r, 

Fale Apguifli* with :a faded fmile, 

Beholds thy fairy footfkps near. 

Gome, then, propitious to my fuppUant cries ; ; 

Let me behold ;tby bi^kiAs gem'td wiikdcws ; : 

Bring with thee vernal aii« andicioudkfs ikies, , 

And, lajft of all, dbe long^oriaken Mufc. 
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Then fhall my fimpk pipe^ aadimcnfy iay, • " 
Once more refoimd, and foothe my wtmj day*. 



Ode to Sleep. 

VTRIEP and care awhile fuipended^ 
Now I feek my downy bed j. 
And, by midnight fliades befriend^d,^. 
Calm content fhall wrap my head. 

Man ! though thoufand> fears alarm yon^ 
Though Misfortune fcowls unbleft,. 
No dark terrors here fhall harm you.f. 
Lovely is the bed. of rt^^ 



Bleffings to the God of Heaven,. 
That a time is fet apart. 
When a fweet repofe is given 
To the tortures of the heart. 



Sailors^ on the troubled oceans 
By rude billows rocked to flecp, 
• Loft in pleafure'4 fwect emotion^ 
Think bf home, ^and otafe to weejftr. 
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Lovefick (hepherds ! doom'd to langaiflu 
Give your fond coxnplainiags o'er $ 
Sleep, in pity to your anguifh, 
Shall yoar abfent fsur refiore* 

Kings and beggars, here repofmg, 
Lofe awhile their cares and pain ; 
Till the movtig her face difclofing, 
Wake their eyes and cares again. 

Ronnd the .beggar, FaAcy, fltttter ! 
Scatter round thj fairy ichemet : 
Let no cruel -demon mutter, 
All his joys are empty dreams. 

Let ideal diamondi WhiSde 
On the beggar's wretched head i 
Rofy joy, without a wrinkle, 
Smile ferenely round his bed. 

Monarch ! with thy hoards of treafure, 
And ye, mighty princes ! fay, 
Who enjoys more real pleafure. 
Kings by night, or kings by day I 



Exile ! wherefbe'er you wander^ 
By the lonely ftream or hiU» 
Ceafe on prefent woes to ponder ; 
You (hall find enjoyment ftill. 

Nightly to your home returning^, 
Then, poor exile ! you fhall fee 
The dear babes, with rapture burnings 
Prattle on their parent's knee. 

Now your long^Wd wife enfolds you; 
While the tear-drop dcwsjier cheek jl 
Still flic weepsy and ftill ihc liolds you i 
Ecftacy forbids to fpeak. 

Guilt alone, with horror (kMxigp 
Haunts the peaceful bow'rs of fleep i 
Whether fleeping or awaJdng, 
Still the wretch is doom'd to weep* 

In gay youth, or age growx\ hoary. 
May mj foul depart in blifs ; 
Sleep in peace, and wake to glory, 
In a better world than this I 
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Lines to the Memory of that excellent 
English Poet^ Cozuper, 

Jx MUSE who never bow'd the knee 
To haughty Greatnefs, Wealth or Pow'r, 
Prefents with trembling hands to thee . 
The tribute of a fading flowV, 

Not fo the garland Heav'n beflows, 
Wove by the hallow'd hands of Fame ; 
The wreath celeftial flow'rs compofe 
Shall bloom perennial round thy name. 

Thy voice proclaimed to guilty men, 
Repentance fhall a pardon find ; 
While truth, refplendenty from thy pen, 
Flaih'd terrors on the atheiil mind. «- 

Religion penfively Ihall turn, 
With forrow ftreaming from her eyes, 
And, pointing to thy hallowed urn, 
Exclaim, « Tis there my champion lies.'* 
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The fweet reward that waits the juftf 
Thf pituieof cvcrdoiag wellf 
Shall pour a radiance round Ay buftf 
And Time's oblivions touch repeL 



Jjines addressed to a Lady who shed 
Tears at reading a Novel entitled 
" Clarissa.'' 

Ah ! ceafe, my fair-one ! ceafc that tear| 
The volume of misfortune clofe : 
That lucid pearl is much too dear 
To barter for ideal wqcs. 

Truft me, Clari^Ta never knew 
The forrows which thofe eyes deplore | 
And, if % did, would Sj to jou^ 
And in your pity feel no more* 

Think of the poor, difabled wretch 
Who has not where to lay his ^ad| r^ 

No fupplicating arms to ftretch. 
And beg of thee his daily bread* 
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Think what the failor's heart appals, 
Doom'd o*er tempelluous feas to roam ; 
When Death proclaims, in furious fquaUsp 
Prepare to die—thy time is come* 

Thiak of the dungeon captive's fate, 
Who, doomed to pine his life away. 
Glares dark and hopelefs through his grate. 
And peeps at liberty and day. 

Think what the widow's ibul endures^ 
When want invades her humble fhed; 
Who, with a tender heart like yours, 
'Mourns for a much-lov'd hun)and dead* 

Thcfe are not woes which Pldion draws, 
Which -make thofe ftining eyes o'erflpw ; 
-But fuch as God's eternal laws 
iBave doom'd* unhappy man to know. 

When thou, dear maidi canft not relieve. 
Let 'Pity heave the ^Qd«r/igh; 
Then celafe for fancy^d woes to grieve;. 
And throw the trifling noyel by. 
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William and Mary : a Ballad. 

IT was a ftonny winter night, 

The wind and fnow terapeftuous beat ; 

No diftant cottage fhed a light, 

To guide the traveler's doubtful feet : 

When Ma&y, in her fhed reclin'd. 
By boding apprehenfions torn. 
Heard the loud (hriek of ev'ry wind. 
And figh'd for William's quick return. 

Hark ! 'twas a footftep at the door ! 
Fond expedi^ation flops the tear ; 
Alas ! 'twas but the tempeft*s roar, 
Tor Mary fees no William near. 

Now the laft fhrub has fed the fires, 
And now the mould'ring embers fleep ; 
Poor Mary to her couch retires, 
Until the mom's return, to weep. 

Hufh thee ! hufh thee ! my loTcly child j 
Fear not the fury of the ftorm ; 
For, tho' the tempeft roars fo wild. 
My bofbm fball preferve diee warm. 
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That hmoccnce, that cherub air, 
Shall plead before th* Almighty's throne ; 
Propitious Heav'n fhall hear the pray'r, ^ 

And fave a father to my ion. ' 

Alas ! that figh ! what difmal found 1 - 
Methought I heard my hufband near 5 
No, 'twas the wind, that, whittling round, 
Sinks my poor throbbmg heart with fcttr. • "v 

Her tender frame could bear no more, 
ExhauPied Mary finks to reft : 
Now Fancy labours to reftore 
Contentment to her troubled breafl. 

Dreft in the robes of rofy light, 

Such robes as pureft angels weart ^ ' 

She faw the form of William, bright 

And glorious, hov'ring in the air. 

Around his head a wreath was worn, 
Compos'd of heav'n's unfading bloomy 
Dipp'd in the fplendours of the mom» 
That flied a fhow'r of fweet pctfxvcRft's*. 



Tet ftin a melancholy grace. 
Whene'er he caft hU eyes bcloWy 
O'erfpread the radiatice of his (ace ; 
Cekftial tears were feea to flow. 

He led her to ambrofial bow'rs, 
Hung with the fweeteft blooms of ipring, 
VHiere, 'midft the fragrance of the flowVs, 
An angel's voice was heard to fing. 

Far as her mortal eye could ken^ 
She fawy entranc'd in fweet amaze. 
The fpirits of the righteous men, 
Tuning'their harps to ibngs of praife. 

And fuch, faid William, is thy lot, 
When the fhort fcene of life is o'er $ 
Thea» lovely Miry ! foinow not, 
For one, and but one^ trial more. 

Thrice did her arms impaffion'd clafp 
The dear dqjlufion, thrice it broke, 
And mildly fhrunk from ev'ry grafp, 
While, warm with rapture, Mary woke. 



/ 
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And Mary now, with heart at cafe, 
Too fondly dreams her fuff'ring's o'er ; 
She flies to greet, but, Oh ! (he fees 
Her William frozen at the door. - 

Oh ! gracious Father ! hear her prayV, 
The feeble bars of life remove, 
And let this fond and faithful pair 
Find reft from all their woes above. 

Watch o'er the infant's helplefs days 5 
*Tis thou who'hear'ft the raven's cry ; 
And furely, when a mother prays. 
Thy pow'rful aid is ever nigh. 



Lines written on hearing a Man at* 
tempt to prove that there was tfo 
God. 

X ELL me, proud difputant ! why 
Thy heart mud give thy tongue the lie I 
Say, when you contemplate the tomb, . x 

And think of judgment, fooa to come» , . i ■ \ 
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Do<s not remorfe your bofom fill ? 

Do not your veins with horror chill f 

Do you not tremble with amaze* 

And pant for longer, longer days ? 

Sigh at the fetting of the fun, 

And fear thy race of life is run ? 

Thefe fecret thoughts, thefe horrid ftings. 

Are but the proofs which confciencc brings^ 

To fhew there is a God, to you,. 

Of juftice and of judgment too. 



Lines written on seeing a Grwoewitk^ 
out a Stone. 

XjlLAS ! ne fcutcbeon'd marble here difplays,. 
la long-drawft eukgies, thy name and wortb ) -• 
9!ich fimrile homage Adulation payfc 
To a poor, mouldViog clod of common earths. 

The pompous eulogy, emblazonM high. 
With all the glare that Fhtt'ry can befttrpr. 
In fplendid falfebood ftrikes the traveler's eyei, 
AncI makes tiie filty tear of pity flow.^. 
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^e fculptor's chifel, and the poet's f en>. 
To late pofterity ha^e often tdld 
Of deeds of ma tchlefs virtue, done by men 
Whofe very mem'ries make the blood run cold.. 

Oft from mme eyes do tears, indignant ftart, 
When fuch detefted flatteries they fcan ; 
Oft does refentment heave my fwelling heart-j, 
I mourn thfc fad depravity of man. 

The yellow cowflip, and the vi'let blue,. 
The pallid daify, growing by thy fide. 
Are aU, poor peafant ! that remain to you ;: 
But Nature gives what haughty man deny'd^ 

Sweet, Ximple trophies Kand to me more deair 
Than. all the arrogance of lettered lore : 
Receive the tribute of a parting tear^ 
Warm &om my hearty a bard can give no momu 



Written during a Snow-St^rm:^ 

W OW o'er the world reigns horrible Defpair^ , 
And Winter, Vob'd. in clouds^ tremendous nMurs ^? 
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Rides in the whirlwind thro' the turbid air. 
And drives the fleet tempeftuous at the'^oors* 

Daughter of mis'ry ! in this dreadful dorm. 

What poor relief can fympathy impart I 

O could the tender tear of pity warm 

The life-blood freezing round thy drooping heart I 

On beds of down thon once could'ft find rcpofe. 
And balmy {lumbers clos*d thy joy-bright eyes ; 
But now thy pillow is the drifted fnows. 
Thine only covering the cold winter fkies. 

E'en now, alas ! in thy parental fold, 
Dearer than life, thy infant is comprefs'd ; 
Thro* ev'ry vem he feels the curdling cold, 
A>k1 clings for fuccour to thy frozen breaft. 

Ye cold and cruel hearts, who never felt 
Of free benevolence the rapt'rous glow ^ 
O, could my Mufe's fire your bofoms nlelt^ 
And make the dreams of fweet compaffioa flow ! 
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From yoo, ythik ftimb^ing* on y0ar1>eds of doWct^ 
No tear of tmnfient pfity cv€r ftolc : 
Ev'n cruel Winter, with his rugged frOWn, 
ShooC!^ not iiicb tbriUing herror to i^ foul. 

Parent of Nature ! whofe almighty voice 
Can hufh: die ragings of the troubled fea, 
Whofe fmiles make Nature's drooping heart rejoice j 
The wretched foul for fuccour flte^ to thee. 

Before thy throne the trembling foul appears, 
Anxious and ihiv'ring at thine awful nod ; 
And Mercy's Angel, with celeftial tears. 
Pleads for die mild bompaffion of a Godi 

Thou kntr*r»ft trtiat pstngs the wittchcdmuft endure^ 
By cruel mta*t precaridus bounty fed J 
Once on Ac earth Aou warid'fedft meek and poor, 
And found'ft no fhdter for thy facred head. 

When cruel man bears an imperial fway, 
May thy kind pow'r the tytant's rage controuU 
And, like the breath of rofy-footed May, 
Waft confolation to the wrtXctfs fovA^ 
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Bright Is the mtny-colour'd arch of ipring | 

On the dark clouds expanding,^ clear and warm $ ^ 

Tlic ftrong reflection of an angel's wing^ . 

That flies from heav'fi to ftill xhe troubled fl;orm* ^ 

Sweet is the wild-flow*r of the ddert glen, 
That lonely flow'r, by iimple Nature fed ; 
Beneath the covert of the gloomy feoy 
It fwells and blufhes from its moiTy hcdi 

Sweet to the poet's eye is early dawn ; 
Far o'er the heav'ns the kindling glories fly, 
As the proud regent of the rifing morn 
Pours floods of radiance from his golden eye. 

Yej: not fo bright is fpring's expanding bow» 
Nor yet fo fweet is Nature's lovely, flow'r, , ^ , 
Nor the rich fervours of the morning's glpw^ 
As, pure Benevolence I thy facred pow'r. 

Wlien heav'ns laft angel, foaring in the flcies. 
Sings hallelujahs o'er the world on fire, 
Thy glorious form. Benevolence ! (hall rife. 
And CO the bofom of thy God af^re* ' 
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Written in the Night-time. 

W HILE the loud brawl, and vulgar wit, 
^Tight's dark and folemn concave rend, 
Here by my taper let me fit, 
A.nd mourn the death of many a friend. 

Beneath yon oak*s myfterious fhade, 
Wliat fchemes our infant fancies drew, 
While ftretch'd at leifure we furvcy'd 
The wild-flow'rs, tipt with morning dew ! 

We mark'd the bufy, humming bee. 
While journeying on frpm flow'r to flower j 
The lovely warbler on the tree 
Would fweetly foothe the noon^tide hour. 

When fummer^s fultry breezes blew. 
We'd feek fome river's winding flow. 
And ihudder, as we plung'd, to view 
The broad expanfe of heav'n below. 

Let man, with proud, afpiring mind, 
RejeA thofe trifles childhood knew ; 
FttU foon, unhappy i he will find. 
All worldly joys aie ti^ks tt)Of\. . 
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Now folemn tolls, the midiHght. bel}j 
And ftartles flccp's dull, drowfj eye ; 
In hollow founds it feems to tell 
The hour of my departure mgh* 

Each quiet paffion of the breaft. 
That fliunn'd the glaring orb of day. 
Now rifes from the bed of reft, 
To court the pale moon's penfive ray* 

While night thus hovers, dark and damp, 
Oh ! heav'nly Contemplation, deign 
To leave thy ever-burning lamj^ 
And lead me to thy facred fane. 

Perhaps the fhade of fome dear friend, 
Whofe death I mourn'd with many a figb. 
From realms of glory may defcend, 
And ftand a, guardian angel by, 

Long as the mem'ry holds a Icat 
In this poor, w^ak, diflra<5ted frame, 
Xiong as my vital puli^ beat, 
Oh, Warren !* Til revere tby.aame^ 

*Afr. Samuel JVarten o/*fhwafciitf& 
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Once more I feeniy* in grie£ profound. 
To tread the church-yard's gloomy gladci 
To mark the ftone and rifing motmd 
"Where now thy dear remains are Iaid« 

Memory ! thy melancholy eye 
Paft hours of frieiidlhip brighten on, 
X.ike thofe fair clouds that deck the iky, ' 
And glitter, when the fun is gone. 

The fong, and fentiment, and glee, 
That echo'd through the focial room. 
Ah ! little did I tUbk, would be 
Chang'd to the tones of grief and gloom* 

Father of Light ! before thy throne 
I tremble, while I pour my prayer : 
Look, gracious Godl" in Imrcj dt>wtt, * 
O ! teach me how my griefs to bear. 

When waves of grief and trouble roU, 
And on my head tempeftuous beat^ 
Then may my poor, affliAed foul 
Find ihelter in tby mercy feau 
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While Midnight, melancholy pow*r. 
Broods oicr the woiid with raren wings^ 
Teach my fond foul from earth to tow*r, 
And mnfe awhile on heavenly things. 

Though the poor heart with grief repines, 
Though all thp pow'rs of nature ben^. 
Thy mercy in thy juftice fhines ; 
In thee the friendlefs find a friends 



llien ceafe, my foul, to flag and droop. 
Beneath a father's chaft'ning rod ; 
The man who forrows without hope 
Arraigns thie juftice of his Godt 



A Night Scene, 

Here on this foUtary beach 
I mufe ; 'tis Contemplation's feat : 
The wide, tumultuous billows ftrtlch* 
Their barmldi currents at m:f feet. 
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Jttft o^er the brow of yondet hill, ' 
With venerable mills ^ gray, 
The full tnoon rifes, calm and ftilly 
And fcatters round a penfive day. = 

Far as the eye can travel round, 
Mountains appear, a ftatcly chain, 
Whofe tops, with lunar, radiance crowu'd^ 
Projeft their ihadows o'er the maisu 

The hollow found of footfteps, heard 
As flow I pafs along the fhorc» i 
Alarms the keeping water-bird ; 
She ftarts, and flutters £Eur before. 

A few light douds fucceflive rhafe 
The pale moon, traveling up th^ fif^j $ ; 
Relo^ntly (he dips her fa<;Q, 
And lays her tranquil radiance by* 

As anxioufly around I turn. 
And wait the moon's emerging ray, 
Innoxious fire-flies round me bum, 
Obfequious, to direft my way. 
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Diffufe the momentary glow ; 
Give all the light that ye can giv« : 
From fire-fliet baughty kings might know 
How fliort all human glories lire* 

Ye who in feftiye revels pais» 
Awhile with your own hearts commune ; 
Oh ! leave the yet uafini&'d glais, 
And walk beneath the tranquil moon. 

Refled on how nmch time ia fpent 
Amid/l the giddy and the gay : 
You feek for joy, and difcontent 
Is ftill companion of your way. 

Though now you tevd obt the niglk 
In idle and hfcitiWft talk, 
When the poor foul ffiaH take its flight, 
You*ll envy me this evening walk. 
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.The Pleasures of Literature : 

A P0MM9 delivered on the Annhoerfary af$hi ** F$j>M^i 
ADSLPHii" at the Baptijl Meeting-Houfc In Provi* 
dtnee^ on the $d day of Sefiemher^ iBoi. 

W HILE fierce Aiabitibn reigns without control^ 
Strains ev'ry nerve, and harrows all the foul, 
On modeft worth and virtue cafts a frown. 
Exalts, the beggar, tears the monaxch down, 
Each facred rule, that, (ince the world began^ 
Has bcnind congenial man. to fellow man, 
breaks down and tramples with refiftlefs force, 
All dangjtr braves, and ruin marks her courfe ; 
While Truth, while Genius, tremble with amaze. 
Retire f o deferts, ligh for happier days ; 
O tell me where — ^fome guardian angel tell— 
Amongft this chaos, where fliall Science dwell ? 

While, 'midfl the jangle of inceffant Ilrifc, 
That forms the common intercourfe of life^ 
La 



Fraud's dangerous fnares, and Plunder's prowlmg 

paw, 
Are cherifh'dy guarded, not reftraui'd, bj law ; 
While giant Wealth, prefumptuous, dares to treads 
And crufh the poor man in his humble fhed ; 
While fighs and tears, and unavailing grief. 
Are drooping Misery's poor but fole relief; 
O tell rae where — ^fbme guardian angel tell^— 
Amidft this chaos, where fhall Science dwell t 

While rude Lifcentiouihefs unbounded reigns 
Amongft mankind, and Heav'n's own altar ftains,^ 
Treads boldly now where pure Religipn trod. 
Trolls the lafciyious fong, blafpbemes the God $. 
While David's harp is on the willows hung. 
And bears the venom fpit from Scandal's tongue i 
O tell me where — ^fome guardian angel tell— . 
Amidft this chaos, where fhall Science dwelii. 

There are, there are, amidft this turbidfcene^. 
Some /gvour'd fpots y^x txaxtf)^ ^sA &raA> 1 
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Sacred to Stiefice, where the Mufes ftill 
May wander fafe, and quaflF th' Aonian rill. - 
The eye, condemned this gloomy wafte to roamt. 
With pleafure finds a fcientiEc dome,. 
Where the youag mind, as yet unform'd, may dwell^. 
Woo Contemplation from her deepeftcell, 
Dive the recefles of the " vafty deep," 
And fee what wonders in old ocean fleep ;, 
Or, with the fervid comet's rapid glance,. 
Range thro', or bound,, creation's vaft expanfc ; 
Or,, more advent'rous, fearcb the gloomy plain- 
Where funs and ftars unkindlcd yet remain. 
Waiting th' almighty word, with awe profound,- 
To rife and glare amongft: the ruin round. 
Here too the mind, from this aerial tour, 
May drop and light upon the humhleft flow'f,. 
And fee the fame almighty pow'r difplay'd 
In the foft touches of the violet fhade. 
The faxne all-pow'rful pencil paint the rofe,. 
That porm the. ra^aact, oi ^ mwiffo.'t ^^^'^x. 
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The fame all-feciiig> all-pervading Soul- 
Create, fuftain and vivify the T«^ole. 

Delirium fweet ! ev'n at tHis diftant hour 
I' feel thy magic, and confefs thy pow'r ; 
To fcience ftill ray ravifii'd foul afpires. 
And bums, I truft,.vrith never-dying fires^ 
From the dark fliadows of affliction's nightj 
Return,. ye vifions, to my ravifii'd fight ; 
Give me, at leaft in.recolledlion, flill: 
Once more to wander yonder dew-bright hill. 
What time the moon, afcending calm and bright^ 
O'er the dim hill-top wheel'd'her orb of light. 
When at a diftance ev'ry twinkling (iar 
Shone with fcant radiance round the lunar car; 
'Twas then thy light, O Meditation ! ftol6,. 
And (hone with fober radiance^ on my fouL 
Give back that hour when mom, in glory ftrdng, 
Rofe from the deep, and blaz'dthe heav'ns along. 
And faw my trembling taper, faint andpale, 
Sbcd its la/l giimmer on feme cVa^c xsX^* 
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O may the^e dear enchaatments rou&d tfK ri&f « 
And place all heav'n before mj ravifh'd eyes. 
Teach xne compofure in affli^ion's gloom. 
To fmile at fate» and triifmph at tiie tomb ! 

Say, fon of Science, would'ft thou barter now 
Thy knowledge for a monarch's dazzling brow ? 
For India, glittering with her pomp of gold. 
For all the gems Golconda's caverns hold ? 
No ; add them all, and this ftupendous whole 
Sinks Ikr beneath one atom of the tbul. 
Give, as I grope this vale of life along. 
Give to my foal "the fix'd contempt of wrOng,** 
For fcience an nneo'nquerable ^real. 
And ftill the mind to relj/h what I feel. 
All other gifts, O Fortune ! I refign ; 
Give wealth to others, but let tliefe be njine. 
Ye happy youths, ye favoured few, who rove 
In the charm'd circle of the mufes* grove, 
Pant not for feparation — you will find 
Tie tknt too fliort to fatisfy ^^ mvajS^* 
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Hereafter you will mourn, with keart-felt tears^ 
Tht fhorty Ihort term of four revolving year9» 
Full fooa your fcientific laurek fade. 
In the chill dampneis of oblivion's fiiade.- 
Anxious viciilitudesy unnumber'd car^s,. 
The many woes our conunon nature bears. 
Seen dim and diftant through the clafltc gla&» 
Swell on the mind in one tumultuous ma& | 
Drive far away thofe. exqjiifite defires,. 
Chill the warm heart, and quench the mu&s* Srec^ 
Afk thofc wholately bade a long £urewel, 
I£ in their eyes the tears of tranfport fwell : 
Afk if &nd mem'ry, loth thofe bow'rs to q^. 
Does not with gloomy pleafure linger yet :■ 
Afk if forebodings do not cloud the brow « 
With cares unknown, becanfe untry'd, till now. 
Souls which,, by unity of fenfe combin'd. 
Are now by friendfliip's holy wedlock join'd,. 
To-morrow fees difpers'd and wand'ring far,. , 
To meet once more at— — GODH ctwccalb^r. 
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Fvil often too the tyrant Death invades 
The fober quiet of the mufes' fhades, 
Rifles with riuhlefs hand the promife fair» 
The child of Hope, cmd Fame's adopted heir. 
Ev'n while impartial Truth prepares to write 
His name and worth in characters of lights 
She drops her quill, reclines her drooping head^ 
And tells, with tears, that Padelford* is dead. 
Aufpicious youth ! why Ihould thy parents mourn 
Their folace from their fond embraces torn i 
Enough to fame, to honour, fure s^as giy^n j 
Earth holds its fhare, the reft is claim'd by heaven. 
The laurel, ready on thy brows to bloom, 
Shall hloyr with ten-fold beauty round thy to^iU 

Be it thy .talk, O fon of Science ! now, , 
While expei^katicm rifes on thy brow, ^ 



♦ 79hn Padelford^ a member of the Senior Cia/e in 
Rboae-IJland CoHe^e^ and one of the Federal Adelfhi; 
^ho died of the SmalUfo», 



While pleafiiresf which know xume but fancj^j 

bound. 
Rife in futurity, and dazzle ravatd^m^ 
(Pleafures which fancy only can employ. 
And which will yield> at beft, hut faiteUd jOj) 
Pe it thy tafk, all oth«r cares redgn'd. 
To give to fcience all th' enraptured mind. 
All petty cares, calamities of ftate, 
All party rancour, difcord's warm debate. 
Corroding malice, envy's fervile taunts. 
Forever banilh from the mufes' haunts f 
For thefe unquiet fiends will difregard 
The fweet effufions of the Mantuan bard» 
Leave to the day of future toil and ftrife 
The many woes which fefter human life : 
Improve the hour, the heav'nly ne6bar fup^ ' 
That fparkles now in friendfhip's holy cup. 

When Difcord founds her clarion loud and {hrilly 
And plants her ftandard on the mufes! hill, 
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I 

The feats of calm rcpofe, the bow'rs of tafte, 
Are left a gloomy, melancholy waSe. 
"Here once th* afpiring laurel rofe, and ipread 
Its blufhing honours for the youthful head : 
Behold how. rifled, withering on the ground. 
Oblivion's fpiders- weaving cobwebs round. 
Of all that once could " dazzle or endw," 
What is there now .the fick'ning heart to che«r ? 
O let me aflc, (forgive my filial heat) 
Where now, fair Science 1 -Is thy lov'd retreat ? 
See in thy groves the ferpent Slander ;twin^ 
And mark 'how bright his baneful volumes. flunc ; 
Behold him wind along thy fav'ritc pWn^ 
And pour the deadlieft poifon of his veins. 
Before the blading venom <3f his eyes 
Unfpotted worth and confcious virtue flies. 
Thus when the pale moon breaks the night's idull 

glooms, 
And glares with penfive grandeur on the tombs, 
M 
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The fell hjeosL quits his dungeon foon. 
Howls forth a difinal homage to the moon. 
Steals to the srayey expofes to the air 
The cor^ffi of^^rth or beauty flumb'ring there» 
And> while the glooms of midnight horrors lafty 
Safe in hit den en|oj^s the dread repaftt 

Widiout that vifionary charm that bind» 
In focial intercourfe congenial mindS| 
Without the aid that confidence can give. 
Ah I who could live, or who would wiih to live ? 
Aufpicious Fancy ! though before thy flirine* 
I bow with reverence, own thy charms divine j 
Though the bleft radiance of thy cheering ray 
Shines on and gilds the gloom that dulls my day j 
Yet| dear deluder ! fhalt thou never be 
A ** chartered libertine'* to govern me. 
Be it my taik, nor mine alone, to pay 
A bounded deference to thy mighty fway. 
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When Oftce thy objcds loom tipoh My fights 
Beyond Ui' extremtft ftretch of reafoA*s height, * 
They melt and vanifli from xAy wond'rfng eye. 
Like dreams of nigiit when mom illumes tlie ity. 



O fon of Science ! view mankind with care, 

(For much thy happinefs muff centre wre) 

.• . t« .• > ' •"• 
Not by tEe light which Fancy fedsdiipIayM, 

But view him only as by Nature made ; 

Noble In reafon, but in paffion ftrong ; 

Still argabg rightt and ftlK performing wzion^. 

■ , ^ - f ' ' ■ -'•'■.■ ■ . • •' 'A7" 

In reafon's ejre (not fancy*s)' he wOf pais* 

Virtae and vice coinponnaed m a ikiafs. 

Cromwell, whofe martial prowefs none conld Aand^ 

Who tore the fceptre from his fov*reign's hand ; 
With cunning art and wonderful grunacc . 
Could bear a woful gravity of face, ^ 

Pretend to vifions that he never faw, . 
Affc^ the faint, and tyrannize by. law. 
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Strange to relate I in that myfterioos mind. 

The lion and the fpaniel both were join'd. 
Marlb'rongh, vrhofe glory withfuch radiance fhonef. 

Whofe, deeds of valour fhook the Bourbon throne, 

Whoie powers the world admired, whofe mighty 

name 

Hangs high and brilliant in the rolls of Fame, 

Could his afpiring foul to meannefs bend» 

Andy like a goffip, fave a candle's end. 

Who has not known that tyrant of the wood» 

Sung in our ballads, chriften'd Robin Hood I 

Who i^under'd griping Avarice, but gave 

The fpoils of rapine to the needy flave ? 

One Jed an army, one a ruffian clan— 

TcU, ye hiflorians, which the nobleft man. 

A juft difcriinination thus will End 
Virtue and vice pervading all mankind. 
Words are deceptive, and what authors iay 
Too often leads th» unwary mind aftray. 



Judge men by affions, try them truly fo, 
^* And neither rife too high, nor fmk too low/** 
Here let cool Reafon di^te, and believe 
*Ti5 Fancy^s province always to deceive ; 
For if, on Fancy's vifionary plan^ 
You onfymarlr die fhining traits of man j 
That generous confidence engenders harms> 
And hugs thfeifanHn^villain to the arms. 
Ingratitude^ cv*n with thy honours crown*di 
While yet thj hand is heaping fkvours round, 
Renrorfekft makes tfiy tetidereft vein to bleed, 
Andbafely glbric5'm-«i* inferaal' d<ici 
Say, db you doubt this fad, ingenuous youth I 
A bleeding God will teftify the truth. 
Or if your feyesi dtftbrtcd; only view- 
MankTiid's dark foibles (t&is can ^cy do) 
Hated mifantbropy mU fhize the healt,- 
And flab with keen fufpicion's deadlieft dart : 

M z 
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No friend reauuiis thy gloomy hours, to clieer» 
None froia thine eyes to ivipe the penliTe tear :. 
In focial life ma hermit you will- rove^t 
Hated by thofe vha&ia would conrt your lom.-. 
Small is the pleafurc (though yoR may condemn]^ 
To hate nfmnkiad»andbft dd^s'dby. themh. 
Prefenre in eVry date tbe <^ golden mean ^^ 
Therc^ thercalone is.^hs4)piae&&iiea0^V,. ; - - - 
So fhall your buoyant bark triumphant ride^ 
And feud fecnre on life's tempeftuous tidtf^. 
Befoie the breath of HeaT^n'sraufpicioui^gale^,. 
AndrnthefOxtLOfglocy ifurLtheCuL. .; 

^ Illuftrious.M4iiHiiiQ4^ th«« di4ft*thou-conit»ml 
The fire and genius of the youthful ibid j, 
Teach nianhi^li^daroi^paffioas to j^finik^ ^ 
And Fancy bridle wilhDifcretionfsrxeift';^ 



♦ The late Rev. 7amej Mimmn^^ 2). JD; formerly 
Prefidem of Rhode- Jfiemd CoBe^e. 
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Afpiring Arrogaacei unlettarM Prid^' • . / A 
Shrunk from tkj glaac«^. or in thy prcfetice dffdi|. 
While modeft Merits rifingrblofiifd to.fiie. 
Tlipchapttt WDRreft for hear b]:t>w« b]t A)^*.^^ 
*Twas not thy pride on petty criiQes eo lour,. 
To iuxk the genius^ cruih-thtf inental poWt z. 
No ; twas thy pride a pacdTiung esir tp:kBd»4 
Ap4 in chaflajfweiir ftillitD ibew* the friend ;; 
To bid the' rifing prkk of youth; ezpaad^ 
And touch ibm fr)Ui«» ^tk a lenient hand;;; 
&tiUin-1;^,b0((D^9Mofj«g|Ba«DwyjQii^ . . ■^'' 
To makk4 the?.dQi9BUuiL£.po!«^*i:9:(^ftnje and^tKOtb^ r 
Thisikcred defls^* thefe confeerated waHsf, 
Have* often. wit}ie&d>hi^ i^peated ^1^ 
For poor, uaha{^ &tneca to- return^ 
While yet the 'Wwi^idmjs^di hit would bum. . 
Tbroui^'hiin.the poor repontant^finaer found 
A guardian God, with, rays e£ mercy crown'd ;. 

♦^ fke Bap^fi'Chttrch in Pro%ndme> o^r which Pn^ 
JidetU Manning was Pajor for ntati^ )car«v 



A Saviour kmdly wafiiing out his fiain^ 
In ibt rich crimfdn of redeeming Veins-)- 
Who, widi'acomicennice iereriely^iia^ 
Proffered the balbe of grace, and Heai»h recriV^ll 

the child» 
Through him, abaf3l*d, the hardened finterfaw 
The terrors of the riolatedlaw j '4 
** A righteous Jodge-defeend) theyfipirmiig tbtoh^^- 
Subftantial'horrors^ and eternal d(xnm*'^ 
But now, beneath the cold and dampy fed; 
His body fla^ $;htt f{nrit reftk with dod^ 
Te«> who have ieen> his kbouvsr IcDOW-ftQI'iRp^ 
How deep your fbrrows were when Manning fell.f 
Gome then,ye'fiiends of fcienee, virtuei near*. • 
Here paufe and- pour the tributarf tear;. 
To tender paffions^aB yovir ibnlrefign^ 
And mmgle for a time your griefs with mise* 
Yet if thy fainted fjMrit can receive 
One.more enjoyment from wh;^t earth can gtver^- 
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To fte yon Seat of Science floorifh fain 
Which erft on earth was thy peculiar care^ 
Though nomt reclining in the reahns of leftV 
Would make thy ihade, O MAnmuap doubly bkft. 



True and False Taste contrasted^ 

J: 0£TS may fing» and learned cafuifts fcaui 
The varying paffions of the mind of man ; 
Yet fimple Nature, with fuperior (kill. 
And nicer touch, accommodates them ftilL 

The melancholy man delights to rore 
The deep recefles of a folemn grove, 
Alone, unnotic'd, far remote from all 
The noife of merriment, or midnight brawl :. 
Beneath the fober moon's congenial ray 
He mufes many a penfive hour away.. 
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Not. fo when pleafiu-e frolics in the veins'^ 
Then free as air we trip the vetnal plains^ 
Behold the Ecldi and groves exteatcd wide^ 
Or cattle gnuu^ig by the g^ttsa hill fide, - 
Or feek fon» diftant fhady covert, wherc^ 
Full gay of heart, the village maids repairi. 
Proud of their charms, the buxom daxnes advance^ 
Strain ev'ry nerve^ and join the mrat danctf** 
His awkward arm the rude mufician fwings,^ 
And gives to Difcord all his grating firings* 
Nor let the cynic mind contempt beflow ; 
*Tis mafic all^ where none afied to know*. 

Or, if the ever-varying mind of man 
Would fain the majefly of Nature fcan. 
He feeks fome moimtiain, whofe flupendous height^ 
Ridg'd with the earlieft beams of morning light. 
Glooms o'er the valley its expanded fhade. 
And from its fummit pours the full cafcadc. 



Whatever paffions thus the mind can movf^ 
Delight the fancy, or the fenie improTe, 
Congeal wi^ horror, or can thrill with joy. 
Abundant Nattw jgives them foU employ. 

*Tis then the poet, rapt in fency's maze. 
On Nature's- rude magnificence will gaze i ' 
As round and round his ravifh^d fancy turns. 
Each fenfe, each thought, with tenfold ardour bums ; 
Original and bold beyond control, 
He paints the vifions rifing in his foul ; 
And gives, tranfported, 'midft the loud acclaim, " 
The radiant volume to the hands of Fame. 
*Tis then the reader, bound by charm of fong, ' 
Hears the foft ftreamlet roll the vales along. 
Or the vex*d billows of the ocean roar, 
And break in thunder on the defert fhore ; 
Sighs with the ihipwreck'd mariner to roam. 
In climes far difiant from his native home> 
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And letres his wretched ofFspring, cold and h^xe. 
To wander hopelefi in the winter air ; 
Mourns with the poor, unhappy Tirginy when> 
Sedoc'd by BaXfnag premUes of men, 
She gives her fame> her honour, virtue up, 
To drink of wretchcdneft the direft cup ; 
Feels with the conqu*ring hero glory's charms. 
When, 'midft the horrid din of war's alarms, 
Sweet fuppliant Mercy marches in his train, 
And gives the captive liberty again. 
Alive to all die poet's pen reveals, 
He wonders at Ae energy he feels* 

Then why fhould wc our time and labour wailc 
O'er books to learn the rudiments of tafte — 
Thofe duU and tedious genius-fett'ring rules, 
Form'd by the haughty pedagogues of fchools ? 
No, let us never breathe th' infected air : 
For tafte, ieSirch Nature ; flie is only there. 
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Immortal SMAKSirsiKB^^'Fancy'sdarling diHd,'^ 
Whene'er be ** warbled forth, his wood^AOtei wildt*^ 
Defpis'd the vulgar rules which critics boaft* 
A&d in his wild excvikms pkafes molL ^ 

Could but the Mufe in humble guife afpire 
To catch, O Pope ! one glimmer of thy fire, 
Life with its various evils would flie greet. 
And lofe them all in meditation fweet. 
Fidion was then the drefs which Reafon wott. 
To make her fov'rcigil empire pleafe the more. 
Th' unwary reader found his pai&ons mov*d. 
Yet, while he wonder'd, felt his heart improved. 
O Pope ! thy darts of fatire, pointed juft, 
Would flrike prepoft'roHs Folly to the duft. 
At thy command obfequious Nature rais*d 
Her mirror, which with noonday fpletidours tlaz'd, 
Refieding ft ill ten thoufand thoufand hues,* 
And gave their blended radiance to diy mufe. 
N 
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Tby snufe fc}eaed from Aat group* with caii^ * 
The grand and krely, teniUc: aod fiur^ ^ 

CombinM die sffaok in: one. oenfiAeot.flaBt 
And gave tV inaioffted ks^ to^nMH* 

Sciencf» AcgleOcd or imkoQ-wyitill tfae% 
Affiun!d-a Aate aad i^ttitude with men ; 
£y'n Opnlcncei -fftronfu her charms adinir*d^ 
SoT7'4 in lier j^simce^.md wi]jb »we reur'4# 

How has my ibul in rapt attention kung^ 
When thj i>wet^diords> harmonious Beittie, run^ 
Whene'er thj Edwin w^lks in thought profound 
And views the nuyeftj of nature round \ 
^he mQiintain* ^retching his proud head xm higl^ 
Or the iCQOJi rainbow* glittering in the iky \ 
The folemn gveeo x>f grove9> the upland lawn^ 
On w^ch the mombg fpreads the purple dawni 
What heart fo callous, fo infenfate grown, 
As not to make thy raptures aU its ownl 
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HhM thou but finiihM .wbat thy hnd begoa, 
TPhy ttasie rembfe pcAcrity would ttD ^ 
Eraking Fame iier loudefi claiioa fweU. 

Shall I forget thee> melancholy CsiAY f 
When oft my footftcps pace the "church-yard** 

way, 
Where oft mine eyes furvey the wad-flow*r*s ffcmv 
And mould'ring clod ere long to cover them ? 
Ah ! no ; the faded fiow'r» th' autumnal ttect 
Kemmd>bleft bard ! my drooping fbnl'of'thee* 

Thefe were the clafiTc days when poets wtotcr 
. from the pure impulfe fimple Nature taught. 
Corre^ in di6lion> and in judgment chsi&ep 
With. all th' unlludied elegance of tafte^ 
In language pure^ and deftitute of art| 
They charm'd tihe fancy, while they wartt^d the 
heart* 
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But nov fuch fweet flxnplicity gives place 
To tawdiy omamcnti and pert grimace* 

Say, can cool judgment ever wade its time 
O'er Della Chosca's meretricious rhyme ; 
Where noife and nonfenfe hand in hand combine. 
And trip it to the meafure of his line ; 
Where ftrange, outrageous ecdacies, unknown. 
Or in the walls of Bedlam felt alone, 
Pretend, with wonderful grimace, to vie 
With Rapture's thrill, or Love's delicious figh I 
Here we may read, <* th' erratic comet runs,^' 
Poor traveler ! through " a wildemefs of funs :'* * 
Here too we read th' enraptur'd poet fwore, ' 
(Pleav'ns! what an oath !} that he would write no 

more, 
Unlefs Matilda would the fray begioy 
And fcrawl her namby pamby rhymes again ! 
Matilda! tell me, how could'ft thou refign 
Th/fdfst votary to Cupid's flirine, 
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When, by a fudden transformation, he 
Is from a God changed to a goofe by thee ? ♦ 
Enough, enough ; " I war not with the dead :'* 
On Folly's afhes who would wifli to tread I 

Hereafter, let no fon of Science mourn 
That ev'ry fubje<fl for the Mufe is worn. 
Behold! abroad the arch enchanter roves. 
And rifles all the pride of Flora's groves ; 
Then, by his magic, wonder-working pow'r, 
Transforms the fimple, modell, blufhing flow'r 
To fome licentious damfel, bold and gay, 
And gives her fweet virginity away.. 
The modell violet of the humble plain. 
The fweetefl far of Flora's lovely train, 
£mblem of female chaftity no more, 
Forfakes her chara^er, and turns a whore. 
Who has not ieen this mighty work, and cry'd, 
** What time mifpent ! what labour mifapply'd 1"' 
N 2 
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'Tis done, and written in the rolls of Fame, 
KJ^knUdtrtJUr under Darwin's name.* 

Good Heav'ns ! can fnch, with talents fb vtnchafte, 
Prefume to rule the bar of public tafte ? 
O then farcwel, for now no more is fought 
That fimple majefty of rhyme and thought,^ 
For which th' immortal bards of better days 
Toil'd many a fleeplefs night to grace their lays v 
Farewel to all that Nature's charms difpeiife, 
Andy laft of all, farewel to conmion feafe. 
O Folly ! now the day is- all thy own ! 
Tafie thou haft vanquiih^d — ^now ufurp the throne ; 
Aflume the critic's fcowl and formal ftare ; 
Condemn repining Genius to defpair ; 
Give to each coxcomb rhymefter thy applaufe, 
" And be thyfelf the great fublime he draws/* 
But let me whiter in thy length of ear, 
Though now triumphant, that thy doom draws near. 
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Continue whUe thou canft xh% cruel fport : 
A tyrant's power is always very iliort. 
Well pleasM I hail the day*S not diftant flight, 
WheA Tafte "fhall rcaflume her ancient right,** 
(The reign of folly and delufion o*cr) 
And Pope and Poetry prefide once more. 

Note r» 

ffaJ/l tbouj the mafes^ btgbly-favour'dfin^, 
HojiftiboU hutjintft^d tvhat thy hand begun, 

*^jEd*tnhy or the Minutely" hj Dr. Beattie, is per- 
baps one of the fineft pieces of poetical cotnpofition 
that ev^r appeared in any language. Uiifortu- 
nately for ifnanktnd, it neirir Was eottipleted. I re- 
gret that the limits prefcfib^d to my publication: 
vri}l not allow xiie to cbrtrad^ from diat beautiful 
poem» 

Note 2,. 

■ Th^erraftc cdfUet runs. 



jithwart a wildernefs of funs, 

Britifh Album, p. 73; 

A wildetnefs of fuiis ! Euge poeta ! 
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Note 3. 

Bere too we read tV enraptured foet /wortf &c. 

If the reader has any inclination to perofe thni 
tn^ortant oath, I muft briefly refer him to the 
BrHifi AWuwh p* 307* I haye neither time nor 
patience to tranfcribe it. 

Note j^ 

Is from a god chang'd to a goofe by thee^ 

O feize again thy golden quill, 
And with its point my bofom thrill. 
It fell from. Cupid's bumifh'd wing, &c. 

Britijb Jlbumy p. 5. 

The poetical correfpondence between Delia 
Crufca and Anna Matilda is, in my humble eftima- 
tion, the ne plus ultra of nonfenfe. Puerile conceit, 
naufeous compliment, diftorted metaphor, grimace 
of fentiment, and frigid raptures, conftitute the 
whole of it. See Eritijk Alhumy paflun. 

Note 5. 

AJjplendid trffler under DjRiriN*'s name. 

Dr. Darwin's ^^ Botanic Garden^\ is, in my opi- 
nion,, as indefenfible on tlie ground of morality^ as 
it is even by feme of its warmeft admirers allowed 
to be on the principles of tqfte. As for the common 
bawdry and obfcenity of feme compofitions, their 
horrid vulgarity is, in cultivated minds, an antidote 
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to their operation. Bj the fame rule, wheneref 
lafcivioufnefs is decorated with the glitter of ele- 
gant language, we feel ourfelves enamoured with 
the fpe<3acle before we arc aware of it. The eye 
is foon weary with contemplating naked beauty ; 
but when the loofenefs or tranfparency of the dra- 
pery expofes fome hidden charm, and conceals the 
reft, it is then that our luftful paflions are excited. 
SubjeAs of this kind are always open to feverity of 
remark, and more efpecially when recommended 
and enforced by refpeAability of character, or fplea- 
dour of literary acquirements. 
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